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education. It is the standard by which you 
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Total strength Marine Corps on December 31 
COMMISSIONED AND WARRANT—December 31 


Separations during January 
Appointments during January 


Total strength on January 31 
ENLISTED—Total strength December 31 


Separations during January 
Joinings during January 
Total strength January 31__. 


Total strength Marine Corps January 31 


THE U. S. MARINE CORPS COMMISSIONED 


Major General Ben. H. Fuller, The Major Gen- 
eral Commandant. 


Major General John T. Myers, Assistant to 
The Major General Commandant. 


Brigadier General Rufus H. Lane, The Adjutant 
and Inspector. 

Brigadier General Hugh Matthews, The Quar- 
termaster. 

Brigadier General George Richards, The Pay- 
master. 

Officers last commissioned in the grades indi- 
cated: 


Col. James J. Meade. 

Lt. Col. Chas. FP. B. Price. 
Maj. LeRoy P. Hunt. 
Capt. Edwin U. Hakala. 
Ist Lt. Elmer H. Salzman. 


Officers last to make number in the grades 
indicated: 


Col. Harry O. Smith. 

Lt. Col. Chas. F. B. Price. 
Maj. Clifton B. Cates. 
Capt. Irving E. Odgers. 

Ist Lt. Thos. B. Jordan. 


MARINE CORPS CHANGES 


JANUARY 5, 1932. 

Major Norman C. Bates, detached USS “Texas” 
to USS “New York” on transfer of flag of the 
Commander Battleship Division One, Battle 
Force, U. S. Fleet. 

Ist Lt. James E. Jones, detached MD, USS 
“Helena,” to MB, NYd, New York, N. Y., via 
first available Government conveyance. 

Ist Lt. William W. Paca, detached MB, NYd, 
Washington, D. C., to MB, Washington, D. C. 
JANUARY 6, 1932. 

Major Leon W. Hoyt, detached Headquarters 
Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., ordered to his 
home and retired as of April 1, 1932. 

Captain Jacob Lienhard, detached MB, NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., to Second Brigade, 
Nicaragua, via the USS “Sirius,” scheduled to 
sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about 
January 20th. 

Captain Merwin H. Silverthorn, AQM, detached 
MB, NS, Guam, te Department of the Pacific 
via first available Government conveyance. 

Captain Eugene L. Mullaly, detached MB, NS, 
Guam, to Department of the Pacific via first 
available Government conveyance. 

Captain George E. Monson, detached MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to Nicaraguan National Guard De- 
tachment via the SS “Santa Cecilia,” scheduled 
to sail from New York, N. Y., on or about Janu- 
uary 22nd. 

Captain Harry Paul, detached MB, NOB, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Norfolk, Va., to AS, Second Brigade, 
Nicaragua, via the USS “Sirius,” scheduled to 
sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about Janu- 
ary 20th. 

Ist Lt. Terrell J. Crawford, detached AS, Sec- 
ond Brigade, Nicaragua, to Department of the 
Pacific, via first available Government convey- 
ance. 

2nd Lt. Lloyd H. Reilly, detached MB, Norfolk 
NYd, Portsmouth, Va., to Second Brigade, Nica- 
ragua, via the USS “Sirius,’’ scheduled to sail 
from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about Janu- 
ary 20th. 

2nd Lt. Frank H. S. Schwable, detached AS, 
ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va., to AS, Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, via the USS “Sirius,” scheduled 
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U. S. MARINE CORPS ENLISTED 


JANUARY 4, 1932. 

Sergeant J. D. Goff—-MB, Norfolk, Va., to MB, 
NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal Byron O. White—MB, NYd, New York, 
N. Y., to 4th Regiment, Shanghai, China. 

Corporal Walter R. Army—MB, NYd, Ports- 
mouth, N. H., to Recruiting Station, Boston, 
Mass. 

JANUARY 5, 1932. 

Gunnery Sergeant William C. Lewis—MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to AS, Nicaragua. 

Gunnery Sergeant Andrew J. Paszkiewicz—MB, 
Quantico, Va., to AS, Nicaragua. 

Sergeant Charlie G. Mabe—MB, NOB, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to MB, Norfolk, Va. 

Corporal William G. Moll—MB, NAS, San 
Diego, Calif.. to AS, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Corporal Wolbur P. Gorsuch—West Coast to 
QM. School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal John F. Holzer—West Coast to QM. 
School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal Domenic Venuti—MB, NMD, York- 
town, Va., to Haiti. 

Corporal Robert E. L. Hearn—MB, Quantico, 
Va., to Haiti. 

JANUARY 8, 1932. 

Ist Sergeant Eugene Rousseau—-MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to ist Battalion, Ist Marines. 

Corporal Rogers R. Quinn—MB, NOB, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Va., to MB, Quantico, Va. 
JANUARY 11, 1932. 

lst Sergeant Mike Welsz—MB, NYd, New York, 
N. Y., to MB, Quantico, Va. 

Sergeant Andrew Bertko—MD, USS “Missis- 
sippi,”” to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

Sergeant Charles Goff—West Coast 
Coast. 

Corporal William E. Bullock—-MB, Quantico, 
Va., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

JANUARY 12, 1932. 

Master Technical Sergeant Scottie E. Parrick— 
West Coast to AS, Nicaragua. 

First Sergeant Clyde R. Darrah—MB, Quantico, 
Va., to Nicaragua. 

Staff Sergeant Carl C. Long—Haiti to MB, NAS, 
San Diego, Calif. 

Sergeant Albert P. Malts—Haiti to Fourth Regi- 
ment, Shanghai, China. 

Corporal Clarence G. Burns—MB, NYd, Charles- 
ton, S. C., to MD, USS “‘New Mexico.” 
JANUARY 13, 1932. 

Sergeant Walter H. Eastham—Department of 
Pacific to KM. School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Sergeant James E. Lawter—Department of 
Pacific to QM. School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal Clifford C. Ward—Nicaragua to QM. 
School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal William R. Yingling, Jr.—MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to QM. School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, 

Corporal Herbert A. Conge—MB, NYd, Phila- 
delphia, Pa., to QM School. 

Corporal Judson J. Perkins—MB, NYd, Phila- 
delphia, Pa., to QM. School. 

Corporal John T. McEvoy—West Coast to QM. 
School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal John P. Shalala, Jr.—MB, Quantico, 
Va., to Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China. 
JANUARY 14, 1932. 

QM. Sergeant Homer J. Gravelle—MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

Sergeant Jesse L. Kidd—MB, NOP, South 
Charleston, W. Va., to QM. School, MB, NYd, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

Sergeant Joe Fuksa—MB, NAS, Lakehurst, N. J., 
to QM. School, Philadelphia. Pa. 
JANUARY 15, 1932. 

Sergeant Edwin L. Carter—Haiti 
Regiment, Shanghai, China. 
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to East 


to Fourth 


RECENT REENLISTMENTS 


NEWMAN, Howard H., at New York, N. Y., 1-28- 
32, for MB, Parris Island, 8. C. 

PRATER, Carl N., at Atlanta, Ga., 1-26-32, for 
Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China. 

MALLETT, Steve, at Vallejo, Calif., 
MB, Mare Island, Calif. 

PARHAM, Gerald A., at Pensacola, Fla., 1-28-32, 
for MB, Pensacola, Fla. 

RADA, Emil, at Washington, D. C., 1-28-32, for 
U. S. Marine Band, Washington, D. C. 

WERNER, George, at New York, N. Y., 1-28-32, 
for MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

RICE, Carl L., at Chicago, Ill., 1-27-32, for MB, 
Quantico, Va. 

KOLASINSKI, Joseph, at Portsmouth, Va., 1-28-32, 
for MB, Portsmouth, Va. 

WELKEY, Joseph J., at Chicago, Ill., 1-25-32, for 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

BRYCE, James R., at New Orleans, 1-26-32, for 
MB, NOB, New Orleans, La. 

GRIFFITH, Bryan, at Charlotte, N. C., 
for MB, Portsmouth, Va. 

SAUCIER, Julius B., at Tampa, Fla., 1-25-32, for 
MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

KWASIGROCH, Edward D., at Washington, D. C., 
1-26-32, for Nicaragua. 

LITTLE, Leon W., at Philadelphia, Pa., 1-26-32, 
for DHS. Philadelphia, Pa. 

SMITHSON, Arthur E., at Baltimore, 1-26-32, for 
MB, New York, N. Y. 

ALLEN, Heyward M., 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

SHAW, William E., at Portsmouth, Va., 1-26-32, 
for MB, Portsmouth, Va. 

URBANIAK, Joseph T., at Dover, N. J., 1-26-32, 
for MB, Dover, N. J. 

MILLER, William E. Jr., at Baltimore, Md., 
1-25-32, for MB, NYd, Washington, D. C. 

JOHNSON, Isrum P., at Vallejo, Calif., 1-20-32, 
for China. 

CASPER, Earl, at Quantico, Va., 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

CAFFREY, John E., at Philadelphia, Pa., 1-22-32, 
for Depot of Supplies, Philadelphia, Pa. 

LONDON, William A., at Chicago, Ill., 1-22-32, 
for MB, Parris Island, 8S. C. 

COX, Leonard, at New Orleans, La., 1-22-32, for 
MB, Pensacola, Fla. 

BAKMAN, Frederick E., at San Diego, Calif., 
1-18-32, for MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

INFERRERA, Joseph A., at San Diego, Calif., 
1-17-32, for MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

DECKARD, Francis ., at San Diego, Calif., 1-19- 
32, for MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

CONLEY, Clifford J., at San Diego, Calif., 1-19-32, 
for MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

QUEEN, John, at San Diego, Calif., 1-15-32, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

ROBERTS, Roy C., at San Francisco, Calif., 
1-20-32, for APM, San Francisco, Calif. 

PORFERT, Frederick P., at San Francisco, Calif., 
1-20-32, for DHS, San Francisco, Calif. 

RICE, Clarence R., at Vallejo, Calif., 1-19-32, for 
Guam. 

LAVOIE, George J., at Vallejo, Calif., 1-19-32, for 
China. 

CHAPMAN, Samuel W., at MB, Charleston, 8. C., 
1-22-32, for MB, Charleston, S. C. 

VIA, Cleo T., at New York, N. Y., 
MB, New York, N. Y. 

SMALLWOOD, Harold F., at MB, Philadelphia, 
Pa., 1-23-32, for MB, Philadelphia, Pa. 

HAMRICK, Frelan S., at Pensacola, Fla., 1-23-32, 
for MB, Pensacola, Fla. 

KATES, John R., at Newark, N. P., 1-22-32, for 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

SHUMAN, Walter, at Philadelphia, Pa., 1-20-32, 
for Depot Supplies, Philadelphia, Pa. 
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THE BUSINESS LEADERS 


OF TODAY 


ARE THE 
i. 
STUDENTS OF 
YESTERDAY 


THE HIGHEST BRIDGE in the 
world, spanning the famous 
Royal Gorge, near Canon City, 
is an engineering masterpiece 
in the midst of the Colorado 
Rockies. It stretches across 
the “Grand Canyon of the 
Arkansas,” 1053 feet high and 
1260 feet long. 

Four of the most prominent 
men engaged in the designing, 
construction and operation of 
this bridge are former or pres- 
ent students of the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools. 
The training they secured by 
spare-time study helped them 
master the problems involved 
in this engineering feat. 

George E. Cole, a graduate 
of Tufts College, the designing 
and contracting engineer, en- 
rolled for the complete I. C. S. 
civil engineering course 25 years 


WARK AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, Box 5277-L, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about the 


subject before which I have marked X: 


World's highest bridge which spans Royal Gorge, 
the Grand Canyon of Arkansas River 


Otis Witcher 


F.L. Rice 


George E. Cole 


ago. F. L. Rice, superintend- 
ent of construction, studied the 
I. C. S. course in bridge engi- 
neering back in 1908. Oris 
Witcher, who surveyed the in- 
cline railway, steepest of its 
kind in the world, which ter- 
minates at the bridge, is now 
applying himself to the I. C.S. 
surveying and mapping course. 
W.W. Blair, manager of the 
Royal Gorge Bridge and 
Amusement Co., enrolled with 
I. C. S. several years ago. 


Thousands of successful 
men have found in I. C. S. 
courses the training they need 
to make greater opportunities 
for themselves, earn more 
money and gain recognition 
in a world that looks to trained 
men for leadership. You, too, 
through spare-time study, can 
create a new and greater des- 
tiny! The I. C.S. students of 
today are the business leaders 
of tomorrow. 


INTERNATIONAL 
CORRESPONDENCE 

SCHOOLS 
SCRANTON, PENNSYLVANIA 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Management 
|) Traffic Management 
Accounting and C. P.A 
Coaching 
Cost Accounting 
Bookkeeping 
)Salesmanship 
|) Secretarial Work 


L 


Spanish 
French 
Name_ 
City 
Occupation 


Advertising 
English 
C] Business Correspondence 
{)Show Card and Sign 
Lettering 
[)Stenography and Typing 
Civil Service 
[) Railway Mail Clerk 
Grade School Subjects 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating 
| | Cartooning 


Age 


lf you reside 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


Electrical Engineer 
|) Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
) Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Engine Operating 
}) Civil Engineer 
Mining 
}Surveying and Mapping 
Plumbing and Heating 
Steam Engineering 


Street Address 


State 


in Canada, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal 


Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 

()Concrete Builder 

)Structural Engineer 

L)Chemistry 

Pharmacy 

Automobile Work 

| Aviation Engines 

C) Agriculture and Poultry 
Mathematics 


Radio Architect 
Architects’ Blueprints 
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as 


to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about 
January 20th. 
JANUARY 7, 1932. 

Ist Lt. Herbert P. Becker, detached AS, Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to AS, ECEF, MB, Quantico, 
Va.. via the USS “Nitro,”’ scheduled to sail from 
Corinto. Nicaragua, on or about February 9th. 

2nd Lt. James M. Daly, detached MB, SB, New 
London, Conn., to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads. 
Norfolk, Va., to report not later than February 
Ist. 

2nd Lt. John M. Davis, detached MB, NTS, 
Newport, R. L, to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads. 
Norfolk, Va., to report not later than February 
Ist. 

2nd Lt. Paul Moret, detached MB. Quantico, 
Va., to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., 
to report not later than February Ist. 

2nd Lt. Ronald D. Salmon, detached MB, NYd. 
Boston, Mass., to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads, 
Norfolk, Va., to report not later than February 


2nd Lt. John Wehle, detached MB, NYd, New 
York, N. Y.. to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads, Nor- 
folk, Va., to report not later than February Ist. 

Qm. Clk. George Lentz, detached Headquarters 
Marine Corps, Washington, D. C.; ordered to 
his home and -retired as of March 1, 1932. 

Chf. Pay Clk. Oscar E. Gutmann, detached 
Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C.: 
ordered to his home and retired as of April 1. 
1932. 

JANUARY 12, 1932. 

Capt. Joseph W. Knighton, assigned to duty 
with the Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China. 

Ist Lt. James Ackerman, detached Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, to MB, Quantico, Va., via the 
USS “Nitro,”” scheduled to sail from Corinto on 
or about February 9th. 

Ist Lt. George F. Good, detached Guardia Na- 
cional de Nicaragua to MB, NTS, Great Lakes, 
lll., via the USS “Nitro.” scheduled to sail from 
Corinto on or about February 9th. 

lst Lt. Gordon Hall, on January 15th detached 
MB, Washington, D. C., to Guardia Nacional de 
Nicaragua via commercial steamer scheduled to 
sail from New Orleans, La., on or about March 
19th. 

2nd Lt. Archibald D. Abel, detached MB, NOB, 
New Orleans, La., to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads, 
Norfolk, Va., to report not later than February 
Ist. 
2nd Lt. Fred D. Beans, detached MB, NYd. 
Mare Island, Calif.. to Second Brigade, Nica- 
ragua, via the USS “Nitro,” scheduled to sail 
from Mare Island, Calif., on or about January 
20th. 

— Lt. Harry C. Lang, detached Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, to MB, Norfolk NYd, Ports- 
mouth, Va., via the USS “Nitro,”” scheduled to 
sail from Corinto on or about February 9th. 

Chf. Pay Clk. Charles W. Eaton, detached 
Headquarters Marine Corps, Washington. D. C.. 
on January 15th, to the Office of the Assistant 
Paymaster NOB, Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va. 
JANUARY 15, 1932. 

Captain James W. Flett, detailed as an Assist- 
ant Quartermaster. 

lst Lt. Francis M. Wulbern, detached Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to Department of the Pacific 
via the USS “Sirius,” scheduled to sail from 
Corinto on or about February 2nd. 

2nd Lt. Henry R. Paige, on January 18th de- 
tached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to Naval Acad- 
emy, Annapolis, M4. 

JANUARY 16, 1932. 

Major Anderson C. Dearing, about March Ist 
detached Second Brigade, Nicaragua, to Head- 
quarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., via 
first available Government conveyance. 

lst Lt. Francis M. Wulbern, orders to Depart- 
ment of the Pacific modified. Detached Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif., via the SS “Santa Ceciila,”’ scheduled to 
sail from Corinto on or about February 2nd. 

2nd Lt. Harold W. Bauer, on January 22nd de- 
tached MB, Quantico, Va., to Naval Academy, 
Annapolis, Md. 

2nd Lt. Samuel S. Yeaton, on January 22nd 
detached MB, NYd,. Boston, Mass., to Naval 
Academy, Annapolis, Md. 

JANUARY 18, 1932. 

Captain Louie W. Putnam, detached MD, NP, 
NYd, Mare Island, Calif.. to Nicaraguan Na- 
cional Guard Detachment via the USS “Vega.” 
scheduled to sail from Mare Island on or about 
February 5th. 

Ist Lt. John W. Lakso, detached MB, NOB, 
New Orleans, La., to Nicaraguan National Guard 
Detachment via commercial steamer scheduled 
to sail from New Orleans on or about February 
20th. 

Ist Lt. William N. McKelvy, on or about Febru- 
ary list detached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to 
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Second Brigade, Nicaragua, via commercial steam- 
er scheduled to sail from New York, N. Y., on or 
about February 19th. 

Ist Lt. Harold E. Rosecrans, detached Nica- 
raguan National Guard Detachment to MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., via the USS “Sirius,” 
scheduled to sail from Corinto on or about Feb- 
ruary 2nd. 

2nd Lt. Fred D. Beans, orders to Second Bri- 
egade, Nicaragua, modified to Nicaraguan National 
Guard Detachment. 

JANUARY 19, 1932. 

Captain Hamilton M. H. Fleming. detached 
Nicaraguan National Guard Detachment to MB, 
NOB, Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., via the USS 
“Vega,”" scheduled to sail from Corinto on or 
about February 2lst. 

Ist Lt. John O. O'Leary, detached Nicaraguan 
National Guard Detachment to MB, NYd,. Wash- 
ington, D. C., via the USS “‘Vega,.”’ scheduled to 
sail from Corinto on or about February 2lst. 

2nd Lt. Manley L. Vurry, detached Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, to MB, Quantico, Va., via the 
USS “Vega,”’ scheduled to sail from Corinto on 
or about February 21st. 

Chf. Pay Clk. Bernard E. Neel, detached Sec- 
ond Brigade, Nicaragua, to MB, Norfolk NYd, 
Portsmouth, Va., via the USS “Nitro,”’ scheduled 
to sail from Corinto on or about February 9th. 

Chf. Pay Clk. Gouveneur H. Parrish, detached 
Office of the APM, Depot of Supplies, NOB, 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., to Second Brigade, 
Nicaragua, via commercial steamer scheduled to 
sail from New York, N. Y., on or about Febru- 
ary 5th. 

JANUARY 21, 1932. 

Colonel Dickinson P. Hall, on February Ist de- 
tached MB, Puget Sound NYd. Bremerton, Wash.. 
to MB, NOB, Pearl Harbor, T. H., via the SS 
““Matsonia,”’ scheduled to sail from San Fran- 
cisco, Calif., on or about March 9th. 

Ist Lt. Arthur G. Bliesener, orders to Depart- 
ment of the Pacific modified to MB, NYd, New 
York, N. Y. 

ist Lt. Ira L. Kimes, on or about February 9th 
detached NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to First Brigade, 
Haiti, via the USS “Kittery.”’ scheduled to sail 
from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about March 
16th. 

Ist Lt. Harold E. Rosecrans, orders to MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., revoked. Detached Nica- 
raguan National Guard Detachment to MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., via first available Government con- 
veyance. 

Ist Lt. Samuel K. Bird, assigned to duty at 
MB, Puget Sound NYd, Bremerton, Wash. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. Henry Baptist, assigned to 
duty at MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

JANUARY 26, 1932. 

Colonel Charles B. Taylor, on reporting of re- 
lief about March 15th detached MB, NOB, Pearl 
Harbor, T. H., to Department of the Pacific via 
first available Government conveyance. 

Major Edward M. Reno, detached Department 
of the Pacific to MB, Norfolk NYd, Portsmouth, 
Va., via the USS “‘Vega.”’ scheduled to sail from 
San Francisco, Calif., on or about February 5th. 

Captain Oliver T. Francis, assigned to duty at 
MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

2nd Lt. Francis J. McQuillen, detached Depart- 
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ment of the Pacific to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C., via the USS “Nitro,” 
scheduled to sail from San Diego, Calif., on or 
about February Ist. 

2nd Lt. Frank P. Pyzick, detached Department 
of the Pacific to Headquarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C., via the USS “Nitro,” sched- 
uled to sail from San Diego, Calif., on or about 
February Ist. 

2nd Lt. David F. O'Neill, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to AS. ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. William R. Perry, detached De- 
partment of the Pacific to MB, Parris Island, 
S. C., via the USS “Nitro,” scheduled to sail 
from San Diego, Calif., on or about February. Ist. 
JANUARY 29, 1932. 

Colonel Charles H. Lyman, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif.. to MB, Quantico, Va., 
via the USS “Henderson,” scheduled to sail from 
San Diego, Calif.. on or about February 25th. 

Captain Edward B. Moore, detached MD, RS, 
Puget Sound NYd, Bremerton, Wash., to Recruit- 
ing District of Portland, Portland, Ore. 

Captain Otto Salzman, assigned to duty with 
MD, NP, NYd, Mare Island, Calif. 

Ist Lt. Joe N. Smith, detached AS, WCEF, 
NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif., to AS, Second Bri- 
sade, Nicaragua, via the SS “Santa Teresa,” 
scheduled to sail from Los Angeles, Calif., on 
or about February 6th. 

2nd Lt. George R. Weeks, detached Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua. to the Nicaraguan National 
Guard Detachment. 

JANUARY 30, 1932. 

2nd Lt. George H. Potter, detached MB, NS, 
Olongapo, P. I., to Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, 
China. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. Harold H. Rothman, detached 
MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif., to Second Bri- 
eade, Nicaragua, via the USS “Vega,” scheduled 
to eae from San Diego on or about February 
12th. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. August F. Schonofeld, on report- 
ing of relief detached Second Brigade, Nicaragua, 
to MB, Parris Island, S. C., via first available 
Government conveyance. 

Chf. Pay Clk. Edward L. Claire, detached 
Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China, to Depart- 
ment of the Pacific via the USS “Chaumont,” 
scheduled to sail from Shanghai on or about 
February 22nd. 

FEBRUARY 3, 1932. 

Captain John H. Parker, AQM, detached MB, 
Parris Island, S. C., to Second Brigade, Nica- 
ragua, via steamer sailing from New York on 
February 19th. 

lst Lt. Wm. H. Hollingsworth, detached Head- 
quarters Department of the Pacific to Headquar- 
ters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C., via USS 
“Henderson,” sailing from San Diego, Calif., on 
February 28th. 

2nd Lt. William P. Battell, on February 4th, 
1932, detached MB, NYd, Washington, D. C., to 
Department of the Pacific via USAT “Republic,” 
sailing from New York on March 10th. 

2nd Lt. Harry C. Lang, orders modified on 
arrival U. S., assigned duty at MB, NTS, New- 
port, R. I. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. Charles H. Eurton, detached 
Department of the Pacific to MB, Quantico, Va., 
via USS “Henderson,” sailing from San Diego, 
Calif., on February 28th. 
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as 


Sergeant Seneca X. Swimme—MB, NYd, Ports- 
mouth, Va., to Haiti. 
JANUARY 18, 1932. 

First Sergeant Henry M. Pyne—MCB, NOB, 
San Diego, Calif., to MD, USS “Louisville.” 

First Sergeant Philip Luffe—MD, USS “Louis- 
ville,” to MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

Sergeant Manny Berkman—West Coast to MB, 
SB. New London, Conn. 

Corporal McKinley Floyd—West Coast to MD, 
AL, Peiping, China. 

Corporal Michael Bialek—MB, Washington, D. 
C., to Fourth Regiment, Shanghai, China. 
JANUARY 19, 1932. 

First Sergeant Morris F. Goode—MB, NAD, 
Puget Sound, Wash., te MD, USS, “Philip.” 

Sergeant John Stumpf—MB, Portsmouth, Va., to 
Haiti. 

Corporal Roy L. Green—MB, Quantico, Va., to 
QM. School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Corporal Henry Hughes—MB, NYd, Washington, 
D. C., to QM. School, MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 
JANUARY 20, 1932. 

Paymaster Sergeant Paul A. Martin—MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to Haiti. 

Corporal Sylvester T. Lesch—MB, NYd, Boston, 
Mass., to MB, NTS, Great Lakes, Ml. 

JANUARY 21, 1932. 

Master Technical Sergeant Charles C. Campbell 

—AS, San Diego, Calif., to AS, Nicaragua. 
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Gunnery Sergeant Leo S. Maddy—AS, Nica- 
ragua. to NAS, San Diego, Calif 

Gunnery Sergeant Walter E 
Quantico, Va.. to AS, Nicaragua 

Gunnery Sergeant George Cole-—-Nicaragua to 
United States 

Sergeant Johannes K. P. Hoffman—AS,. Quan- 
tico, Va.. to AS, Haiti 

Corporal William C. Grant—MB. USS “Philip.” 
to MB, NYd, New York, N. Y 
JANUARY 22, 1932 

Corporal Earnest D. Marchman—MB, NYd, New 
York, N. Y.. to Haiti 
JANUARY 25, 1932 

Sergeant Major William Pince-—-MD. NH, Chel- 
sea, Mass., to Haiti 

Master Technical William G 
Quantico, Va., to AS. Haiti 

First Sergeant Henry R. Hinson-—-MB, Quantico, 
Va.. to MD, NH. Chelsea. Mass 

First Sergeant Leon Freda—Nicaragua to MB, 
Parris Island, 8. C 

First Sergeant John F. Cato—MB. Norfolk, Va.. 
to MB, NS, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba 

First Sergeant Charles G. Kiehm—MB, NS, 
Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. to MB, Quantico. Va 

Sergeant Boyd LaF. Lofland—-MB, NAD. Haw- 
thorne. Nev., to MCB, NOB, San Diego. Calif 

Corporal Willie B. Clanton—MB, NAD, Dover, 
N. J.. to MB, NYd. New York, N. 

Corporal Leon B. Gordon—-MB, NTS, Newport. 
R. I... to Nicaragua 
JANUARY 26, 1932 

Sergeant Major Clarence Simmons—MB. Nor- 
folk, Va. to MB, Quantico, Va 

Pirst Sergeant Robert W. Teorey—-MB. NS. 
Pearl Harbor, T. H.. to MCB, NOB, San Diego. 

lif 
Sergeant Ernest V. Maddox—-MB, NYd. 
Portsmouth, N. H., to MB. Quantico. Va 

Sergeant Robert D. Cullum—MB. NTS. Great 
Lakes, Tll.. to MB. Parris Island, S. C 

Corporal Lawrence A. Lang—MB. NYd. Phila- 
delphia. Pa.. to MB. NYd, New York, N 
JANUARY 27, 1932 

Gunnery Sergeant William A. Kennedy—-MB, 
Norfolk. Va., to Haiti 

Corporal Jimmie R. Murphy—MB, NYd. Boston, 
Mass.. to Fourth Regiment. Shanghai. China 

Corporal Frank Kraemer—-MB, NOB, Hampton 
Roads, Va.. to MB. Norfolk. Va 
JANUARY 28, 1932 

Sergeant Bernard F. Kafka-—-West Coast to 
Fourth Regiment. Shanghai. China 

Corporal John Burns—-MB. NAD. Ft 
Pa... to MB, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba 

Corporal Solomon Davis—RS, Boston, Mass., to 
MB, NYd, New York, N. ¥ 

Corporal Emmett B. Cook—-MB. USS ‘Salt 
Lake City.” to MB, Washington, D. C 
JANUARY 29, 1932 

First Sergeant John LaGasse—MB, Norfolk, Va.. 
to MB, Quantico, Va 

First Sergeant Theodore B. Crawley—MB, Ft 
Lafayette. N. Y¥.. to MB. Quantico. Va 

Staff Sergeant Ray A. Trevelyan-—-Haiti to AS. 
San Diego, Calif 

Sergeant Thomas F. Down MB, NYd, Boston, 
Mass., to MB. Ft. Lafayette. N. Y 

Sergeant George H. Abrams—MB. NAD, Iona Is- 
land, to MB. NYd. New York. N. Y¥ 

Sergeant Mike Bernat—-MD, NP. Portsmouth, 
Va., to Fourth Regiment. Shanghai, China 

Corporal Gilbert R. Kinsey—-MB. Norfolk. Va.. 
to MD, USS “Philip.” 


RECENT RE-ENLISTMENTS 
(Continued from page 1) 


1-20-32. 


Scofield—MB. 


Groves—MB, 


Miffiin. 


YOUNG. Chrales. at Wilkes Barre, Pa., 
for MB, Quantico, Va 

JONES. Clarves, at Augusta, Ga., 1-22-32, for 
MB, Parris Island, 8S. C 

HOWARD. Thomas. at Vallejo, Calif., 1-18-32, for 
MB, Mare Island, Calif 

CLANTON, Willie “B."". at Dover, N. J., 1-22-32. 
for MB, Dover, N 

FUKSA. Joe Jr.. at Lakehurst, N. J.. for MB. 
Lakehurst, N. J 

SUNBERG. Joseph H.. at Portsmouth, Va., 1-22-32. 
for MB, Portsmouth, Va 

BORWN. James R.. at Baltimore, Md., 1-14-32, 
for MB. Philadelphia, Pa 

GURGAGZ, John, at Pittsburgh, Pa., 1-21-32, for 
MB, Quantico, Va 

MALONE, Carl. at New York, N. Y., 1-20-32, for 
Haiti 

BLACKBURN, Edgar. at San Diego, Calif., 1-15-32, 
for MCB. San Diego, Calif 

HUMMEL, Frank. at Vallejo, Calif., 1-15-32, for 
MB, Mare Island, Calif. 

WILLOUGHBY. Julius D.. at San Diego, Calif., 
1-15-32, for MCB. San Diego, Calif 
DAVIS. Lincolen P.. at Quantico, Va., 

for MB, Quantico, Va 
DUDLEY. Russell H.. on USS “Maryland”, 12- 
28-31, for MD, USS “Maryland.” 


1-20-32. 
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LEWIS, John, on USS “Maryland,” 12-29-31, for 
MD, USS “Maryland.” 

NEWMEC. John J., at New York. N. Y., 1-19-32. 
for China 

CARRINGTON, Newton E., at Quantico, Va.. 
1-19-32, for MB. Quantico, Va 

PULVER, William F., at Nicaragua, 12-19-31, for 
Nicaragua 

RILEY. George K.. at Philadelphia, Pa.. 
for MB. Quantico. Va 

PESSENDEN, William P.. at Chicago, Ill., 1-18-32. 
for MB, Parris Island, S. C 

HAYNES. Carl. at San Diego, Calif., 1-13-32, for 
MCB. San Diego, Calif 

JAHANT. George A., at Nicaragua, 12-28-31, for 
Nicaragua 

KARCHNER, George B., at Nicaragua, 1-4-32, for 
Nicaragua 

KUHNS., Henry F.. at Pittsburgh. Pa., 1-18-32, for 
MB. Great Lakes, Ill 

WELBORN. Raymond F.. at Charlotte. N. C.. 
1-18-32, for West Coast 

CONNOLLY, James D., on USS Arkansas. 1-16-32. 
for MB. Quantico, Va 

FISCHER, Irvin J., at Portsmouth, Va.. 1-18-32. 
for MB. Quantico, Va 

MADDOX, Ernest V.. at Portsmouth. N. H.. 
1-18-32, for MB, Portsmouth, N. H 

SIMONS, Henry J., at Quantico, Va., 
MB, Quantico, Va 

STAFFORD James C.. at Hampton Roads. Va.. 
1-16-32, for MB. Cavite, P. I 

BILLINGHAM, Anthony J.. at San Diego. Calif.. 
1-10-32. for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

HEMMERL, Peter. at San Diego, Calif.. 1-12-32. 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

HUTCHINGS, Charies S. Jr.. at San Diego. Calif., 
1-9-32, for MCB, San Diego. Calif 

LARSEN. Charles. at San Diego. Calif.. 1-10-32. 
for MCB, San Diego. Calif 

COLLIER. Zadik, at Quantico, Va., 
MB. Quantico. Va 

CORBIN, Benedict P.. at Puget Sound, Wash.. 
1-12-32, for MB. Puget Sound. Wash. 

HOWELL. Ralph S., at New Orleans, La.. 1-16-32. 
for MB, New Orleans, La 

HUNTLEY. William G.. at Quantico. Va., 1-16-32, 
for MB. Quantico, Va 


1-19-32. 


1-18-32, for 


1-16-32, for 


JONES, John D.. at Hingham. Mass.. 1-16-32, for 
MB. Yorktown. Va 
McCOY. Henry C., at Quantico, Va.. 1-16-32, for 


MB. Quantico, Va 

WARD. Reuben C.. at Charleston, S. C.. 1-15-32, 
for MB. Charleston. S 

ADAMS. James, at Newark, N. J., 1-15-32, for 
China 

CRUMP, Richard T.. at Greensboro, N. C., 1-14-32, 
for MB, Quantico. Va 

BAILEY. Henry M. at Parris Island. S. C. 
1-14-32. for MB. Parris Island. S. C. 

LOCKWOOD, Robert L., at Portland. Ore.. 1-4-32. 
for MCB, San Diego. Calif 

RICHARD, Merle G., at Portland. Oregon. 1-9-32, 
for MCB. San Diego, Calif 

BILLER. Eugene R.. at Quantico. Va.. 
for MB. Quantico, Va 

MEACHEM, Henry C.. at Quantico. Va.. 1-14-32. 
for MB. Quantico, Va 

WHITTINGTON, Oscar. at Puget Sound, 1-8-32. 
for MB. Puget Sound. Wash 

CRAVEN. Bert E., at Washington. D. C., 1-13-32, 
for MB. Washington. D. C 

TURNBERG, Carl E.. at Philadelphia. Pa.. 
for Depot of Supplies. Philadelphia, Pa 

BECHTELHEIMER, Cecil G., at Chicago. 
1-11-32, for MB, Quantico. Va 

NELSON. Charles R., at Chicago, 1-11-32, for 
MB. Quantico, Va 

KEISLER. Spurgeon C., at Parris Island, S. C., 
1-12-32. for MB, Parris Island, S. C 

O'ROURKE, Edward. at New York. N. Y., 1-13-32. 
for MB, New York, N. ¥ 

GRIFFIN. John J., at New York. N. Y., 1-12-32, 
for China 

LOBEN, Edward A.,. at Washington. D. C.. 1-13-32, 
for Headquarters Marine Corps. Washington, 
D.C 

STEVIO. Amos C., at Philadelphia. Pa.. 
for MB. Philadelphia, Pa. 

DOUGHERTY. Glenn M.. at Seattle. Wash.. 
1-8-32, for MCB. San Diego, Calif. 


1-14-32, 


1-9-32. 


1-12-32, 


FREEMAN, Charles C., at Vallejo, Calif., 1-7-32, 
for MCB. San Diego. Calif. 
PERRY. Randolph A., at Seattle. Wash., 1-7-32. 


for MCB, San Diego. Calif 

SARGANT. Robert L., at San Diego. Calif.. 1-6-32. 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif 

HYLAND,. George J.. at Key West, Fla., 
for MB. Key West, Fla 

SKOWRAN, Andrew. at Lakehurst, N. J., 1-11-32, 
for MB. Lakehurst, N. J 

HAMM. Talmade S., at Baltimore. Md., 
for MB. NYd. Washington, D. C. 

FELTER. George H., at Washington. D. C., for 
MB. NYd. Washington, D. C 

HANFORD. Chester O., at Haiti, 12-22-32, for 
Haiti 

KELLY. Joshua. at Portsmouth, Va.. 
MB. Portsmouth, Va 

ROGERS. John J.. at Haiti, 12-25-31. for Haiti 

WASHINGTON, George, at Haiti, 12-26-31, for 
Haiti. 


1-9-32, 


1-9-32, 


1-9-32, for 
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LAWLOR, John W., at New York. N. Y., 1-8-32, 
for MB, Iona Island, N. Y. 

HARRELL. Herbert H.. at New Orleans, La., 1-8- 
32. for MB. Pensacola, Fla. 

BUTLER, Arville W., at San Diego, Calif. 1-5-32, 
for MCB. San Diego, Calif. 

COOK, William, at San Diego, Calif., 1-2-32, for 
MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

SCHWEGMAN, Herbert G., at San Diego. Calif., 
1-4-32, for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

FLATT, Harold T.. at San Diego. Calif., 12-31- 
31. for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 
HENDRICKSON, William E.. at Washington. D. 
C., 1-9-32, for MB, NYd, Washington. D. C. 
VARGO. Joseph, at Portsmouth, N. H., 1-8-32, 
for MB. Portsmouth, N. H. 

DOMZALSKI, John S., at Boston, Mass., 1-7-32., 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

MOORE, Dewey C., at Atlanta, Ga., 1-7-32, for 
DHS. Atlanta. Ga. 

CARTER. Ralph R.. at San Francisco, Calif.. 
1-4-32, for MCB, San Diego. Calif. 

HARMON, Harry C., at Vallejo, Calif., 12-30-31, 
for MB. Mare Island, Calif. 

MERRILL. Earl “H.", at Los Angeles, Calif., 
1-4-32, for MCB, San Diego. Calif. 

OCHS, Henry. at Vallejo, Calif., 1-3-32, for MB. 
Mare Island, Calif 

PAINTER. Louie E., at Salem, Ore., 1-2-32, for 
MB, Puget Sound, Wash. 

RODOLPH, Lynn A., at Seattle, Wash. 12-29-31. 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

FOGLEMAN, Eliphiet B.. at Shanghai. China. 
12-10-31, for Shanghai. China. 

McDONOUGH, Patrick J.. at San Diego. Calif.. 
for NAS. San Diego. Calif. ° 

STURM. Harold R., at Pittsburgh, Pa., 1-7-32, 
for MB, Parris Island S. C. 

NELSON, Jack I., at Washington, D. C., 1-7-32, 
for MB, Washington. D. C 

PEEBLES, Howard L., at Portsmouth, N. H., 1-7- 
32, for MB, NYd, Portsmouth, N. H. 

BALOG. Andrew. at Wilkes Barre, Pa.. 1-5-32, 
for MB, Quantico. Va. 

BROWN. James McW., at Boston, Mass., 1-6-32. 
for West Coast. 

DRALUS, John, at New York, N. Y., 1-6-32, for 
Haiti. 

STOREY, Warren A., at Philadelphia, Pa., 1-5- 
32, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

VINCENT. Homer, at Washington, D. C., 1-6-32, 
for MB, Quantico. Va. 

BALDWIN, Benjamin P.. at Spartanbure.. S. C.. 
1-5-32, for West Coast. 

DAGLEY, Charlie LaF., at Atlanta, Ga.. 1-5-32, 
for MB. Parris Island. S. C. 

AVERY. Elza L., at Portsmouth, Va., 1-5-32, for 
MB. Portsmouth, Va. 

BOWERS, Claude N., at Nicaragua, 12-10-31, for 
Nicaragua 

BUSH, John M., at Quantico, Va., 1-6-32, for MB, 
Quantico, Va. 

GIRE. Ellis J.. at Nicaragua, 12-8-31, for Nica- 
ragua. 

O'BRIEN. William J.. at Parris Island. S. C., 
1-5-32, for MB. Parris Island. S. C. 

FELDMAN, Victor M., at Boston, Mass., 1-5-32, 
for MD. NP. Portsmouth, N. H. 

RAINS. Joseph H.. at Boston, Mass., 1-5-32, for 
MB, Brooklyn. N. Y. 

KAYLER, Virgil, at Chicago, Ill., 1-4-32, for MB, 
Parris Island. S. C. 

HUSSELL, Raymond J.. at Chicago, Tll., 1-4-32, 
for MB. Parris Island, S. C. 

FORTENBERRY, William E., at New Orleans, La.. 
1-2-32, for MB. New Orleans, La. 

SIMPSON. Robert W.. at Yorktown, Va., 1-5-32. 
for MB. Yorktown, Va. 

FEBBO. Frank J., at Washington. D. C.,. for U. S. 
Marine Band, Washington, D. C. 

HENDERSON, Benjamin W.. at Washington. D 
C., 1-4-32, for MB, Quantico, Va. 

SMITH, Mer! S., at Parris Island, S. C., 12-31-31. 
for MB, Parris Island. S. C. 

HOGUE. Milton O.. at Quantico, Va., 1-4-32, for 
AS. Quantico, Va. 

KNAPP, Francis G., at New London. Conn.. 1-4-32, 
for MB, New London. Conn. 

DOLLIE, Herman, at Vallejo, Calif., 12-27-31, for 
MB. Mare Island. Calif. 

DUGGER, Carl C.. at San Diego, Calif., 12-21-31. 
for MCB, San Diego, Calif. 

LAND, Chester R.. at San Francisco, Calif., 12- 
29-31. for MCB, San Diego. Calif. 

LITTLE, John L., at San Diego, Calif.. 12-21-31, 
for MCB. San Diego, Calif. 

MILLER, Wayne K., at Vallejo. Calif.. 12-28-31. 
for MB. Mare Island. Calif. 

SYLVESTER, Frank E.. at San Diego. Calif., 12- 
19-31. for MCB. San Diego. Calif. 

YOUNG. Frank M., at San Diego. Calif.. 12-22-31, 
for MCB, San Diego. Calif 

CARROLL. William H., at Philippine Islands, 
12-9-31, for Philippine Islands. 

CLAYTON, Samuel, at Puget Sound. Wash., 12- 
15-31. for MB. Puget Sound. Wash. 

WHITTED, Carl. at MB, Quantico, Va., 12-31-31, 
for MB, Quantico, Va. 

MARSCHAT. Louis A.. at Washington. D. C.. 
12-30-31, for U. S. Marine Band, Washington, 


D. C. 
MORRISON, James F., at Washington, D. C., 
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12-30-31, for MD, USS “Reina Mercedes,” Ann- 
apolis, Md. 

GARRETT, Ronald L., at Chicago, Ill., 12-28-31, 
for MB, Parris Island, S. C. 

RUSSELL, John H., at Chicago, Tll., 12-29-31, for 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

JOHNSON, Theodore, at Washington, D. C., 12- 
27-31, for MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 


RECENT GRADUATES MARINE CORPS 
INSTITUTE 


Major Larsen, Henry L.—French. 

Captain Gaspar, Walter S.—Post 
Bookkeeping. 

Ist Lieut. Stafford, David A.—Spanish 


Exchange 


ind Lieut. Paige. Henry R.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping. 
2nd Lieut. Shaw, James F.—Post Exchange 
Bookkeeping. 
ist Sgt. Cain. Ambrose J.—Soil Improvement. 


Gy. Set. 
tion. 

Gy. Set. Odien, Philip T.—Good English. 

Sergeant Dickerson, Maxwell P.—Complete Au- 
tomobile. 

Sergeant Donahoe, Daniel J.—Business Manage- 
ment. 

Corporal 
Welding. 

Corporal Brownell, 
nation. 

Corporal Brownell, Harvey E.—Radio Operating. 

Corporal Cooley, Dwight L.—Spanish. 

Corporal Fisher, Claude A.—Aviation Engines. 


Deckard, Lloyd C.—Electric Illumina- 


Altemos, Eric H.—Gas and Electric 


Harvey E.—Electric Ilumi- 


Corporal Harbrecht, Raymond E.—C Rail- 
way Postal Clerk. 
Corporal Harris, James A.—<Accountancy and 


CPA Coaching. 
Corporal Harris, James A.—Junior Auditor. 


Corporal Jennings, Johnny—Internal Combus- 
tion Engines. 

Corporal Merman, Charles—Electric Dlumina- 
tion. 


Corporal Piel, Russell—High School Subjects. 


Corporal Wasick, John—Stationary Internal 
Combustion Engines. 

Pvt. icl. Baughman, David J.—Aviation En- 
gines. 

Pvt. icl. Collins, Ambrose F.—Complete Radio 

Pvt. Evans, Thomas F.—Motorbus Trans- 
portation. 

Pvt. icl. Graham. Dewey C.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Pvt. icl. Grush, Marvin D.—Mathematics and 
Physics for Mechanical Engineering. 

Pvt. icl. Mayberry, William E.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Pvt. icl. McCabe, James B.—C. S. Combina- 
tion 

Pvt. icl. McMichael, Sidney-—-C. S. General 
Clerical. 

Pvt. icl. Reeves, Loren P.—Complete Commer- 
cial. 

Pvt. Icl. Resio, Robert—C. S. Railway Postal 
Clerk 

Pvt. icl. Treadway, John W.—C. S. General 
Clerical. 


Trumpeter Morris, Trimmon O.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Private Carter, 
chanics. 

Private Curtis, Norman E.—Aviation Engines. 

Private Galloway, James B.—Salesmanship. 

Private Gilmore, Frank S.—C. S. General Cler- 
ical. 

Private Griffin, William H.—Good English. 

Private Gordon, Alexander J.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Private Gullo, Albert—Salesmanship. 

Private Hall, Theodore B.—Good English. 

Private Holt, Addison H.—Poultry Farmine. 

Private Hubka, Arnold W.—Aviation Engines. 

Private Jones, George C.—Commercial Subjects. 

Private Kish, Julius—Complete Radio. 

Private Prescott, Elson B.—C. S. Railway 
Postal Clerk. 

Private Saily, George A.—Spanish. 

Private Stenhouse, William D.—Spanish. 

Private Stoker, John S.—General Clerical. 


Thomas V.—Automobile Me- 


LIST OF SERGEANTS MAJOR ARRANGED 
ACCORDING TO THE SENIORITY 


Rice, Loyd B.—November 1, 1917. 
Doll, Joseph L.—December 10, 1917. 
Moore, Lacey—April 12, 1918. 
McCue, John D.—June 13, 1918. 
Ball, Marvin T.—September 15, 1918. 
Fliey, Alexander J.—February 1, 1919. 
Larn, Horace—April 12, 1919. 

Miller, Gilbert R.—May 28, 1919. 
Schneider, Oliver M.—August 5, 1919. 
10. Lang, Arthur J.—October 27, 1919. 
11. Dean, Samuel C.—November 1, 1919. 


12. Alexander, Leland H.—December 30, 1919. 
13. Smith, Eugene F.—January 2, 1920. 

14. McCallum, Charles P.—January 27, 1920. 
15. Bassett, Wilfred E.—February 20, 1920. 


16. Kloth, Henry F.—July 3, 1920. 
17. Cartier, Leo P.—June 14, 1921. 
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18. Leonard, Joseph J.—June 21, 1922. 

19. Swift, Edwin O.—March 5, 1924. 

20. Svenson, Carl—October 1, 1925. 

21. Rothstein, Nathan—aApril 5, 1925. 

22. Hanford, Chester O.—July 30, 1926. 

23. Horn, August—December 1, 1927. 

24. Carroll, William H.—December 23. 1927. 
25. Remington, Harry S.—June 5, 1928. 


26. Harrah, Earl C.—November 13, 1928. 

27. Plumadore, Joseph A.—January 7, 1929. 
28. McFellin, James A.—January 30. 1929. 
29. Rider, William—June 1, 1929. 

30. Lynch, Patrick J.—July 3, 1929. 

31. Karchner, George B.—August 20, 1929. 
32. Zirwes, Charles—September 1, 1929. 

33. Wright, Ernest C.—December 16, 1929. 
34. Fritsche, William F.—February 26, 1930. 


35. Cox, Reynolds C.—March 17, 1930. 
36. Atkinson, Bennie C.—May 7, 1930. 
37. Newgarde, Harvey S.—July 1. 1930. 
38. White, Charles A.—July 1, 1930. 

39. Black, Jere—October 13, 1930. 
40. Lane, James R.—November 5, 
41. Steele, Arthur H.—November 5, 1930. 
42. Dickerson, Percy J.—November 17, 

43. Novick, Frank P.—December 9, 1930. 
44. Myer, George E.—May 9, 1931. 

45. Simmons, Clarence—June 5, 1931. 

46. Layman, Joseph McB.—October 20, 1931. 
47. McHugh, John—October 21, 1931. 

48. Prince, William—January 20, 1932. 


PROMOTIONS 


FIRST SERGEANT William Pince—to Sergeant 
Major. 
GUNNERY SERGEANTS Charles H. Hamilton— 
to Master Technical Sergeant. 
Bernard E. Kilday—to Master Technical Ser- 
geant. 
Plaut H. Smith—to Master Technical Sergeant. 
STAFF SERGEANT Harry Zender—to Quarter- 
master Sergeant. 
SERGEANTS Theodore B. Crawley—to First Ser- 
geant. 
James P. Drummond—to Gunnery Sergeant. 
James A. Ducey—to First Sergeant. 
Morris F. Goode—to First Sergeant. 
Robert B. Gordon—to Staff Sergeant. 
Walter L. Grimm—to Gunnery Sergeant. 
Ora C. Harter—to Gunnery Sergeant. 
Walter Kimrey—to Gunnery Sergeant. 
Rex R. Stillwell—to Staff Sergeant. 
Joseph .R Tiete—to Gunnery Sergeant. 
CORPORALS Olyn I. Chesser—to Sergeant. 
Joel K. Cooper—to Sergeant. 


$7.00 deposited every month 
in our Savings Department 
with compound interest at 
3% in ten years will amount 
to more than $1000. 


Write for booklet 
“Banking-by-Mail” 


THE WASHINGTON LOAN 
AND TRUST COMPANY 
F St. at 9th 17th St. at G 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Resources Over $20,000,000.00 


Five 


Marcus J. Couts—to Staff Sergeant. 

Sam W. Fort—to Sergeant. 

James G. Petrie—to Sergeant. 

Burl Wilson—to Sergeant. 
PRIVATES FIRST CLASS Thomas M. Barnett— 

to Corporal. 

Lloyd Bradley—to Corporal. 

Harold Granger—to Sergeant. 

Benjamin F. Kiefer—to Corporal. 

William B. McLaughlin—to Corporal. 

James E. Mackin—to Corporal. 

Emile F. Mortimer—to Corporal. 

John O’Connor—to Corporal. 

Robert J. Ross—to Corporal. 

Milton S. Russell—t oCorporal. 

Stephen Straka—to Corporal. 

Cecil Warren—to Corporal. 

Gibson E. Williams—to Corporal. 
PRIVATES Philip R. Miller—to Corporal. 

Gordon F. Ogilvie—to Corporal. 

Hubert N. Thomas, Jr.—to Corporal. 


RESERVE PROMOTIONS 


Pfc. Vinter, Fred B., Jr.—to Corporal. 
Pvt. Anderson, Herbert C.—to Corporal. 
Pvt. Coull, Edward V.—to Sergeant. 
Pvt. Breakley, Wallace T.—to Sergeant. 
Pfc. Korling, Arvid H.—to Sergeant. 
Set. Fitzgerald, Cornelius I—to Gunnery Ser- 
geant. 


NAVAL TRANSPORT SAILINGS 


CHAUMONT—Arrived Manila 29 Jan. 
main on the Asiatic Station indefinitely. 

HENDERSON — Operating with the Battle 
Force. Will sail from San Diego between 25 
Feb. and 1 Mar. for the East Coast of the 
United States on the following itinerary: Arrive 
Corinto 4-9 Mar., leave 4-9 Mar.; arrive Canal 
Zone 6-11 Mar., leave 8-13 Mar.; arrive Hamp- 
ton Roads 15-20 Mar., leave 19-24 Mar.; arrive 
Philadelphia 20-25 Mar. 

KITTERY—Sailed Guantanamo 30 Jan. for 
Hampton Roads. Due Hampton Roads 4 Feb. 
Will sail from Hampton Roads 16 Mar. on the 
following itinerary: Arrive Guantanamo 21 Mar., 
leave 22 Mar.; arrive Port au Prince 23 Mar., 
leave 24 Mar.; arrive Cape Haitien 25 Mar., leave 
26 Mar.; arrive Hampton Roads 31 Mar., leave 
6 Apr.; arrive Philadelphia 7 Apr.. leave 11 Apr.; 
arrive New York 12 Apr., leave 15 Apr.; arrive 
Philadelphia 16 Apr., leave 19 Apr.; arrive Hamp- 
ton Roads 20 Apr. 

NITRO—Arrived San Diego 23 Jan. Scheduled 
to sail San Diego 1 Feb.: arrive Corinto 9 Feb., 
leave 9 Feb.; arrive Canal Zone 11 Feb., leave 
13 Feb.; arrive Guantanamo 16 Feb., leave 16 
Feb.; arrive Hampton Roads 20 Feb., leave 29 
Feb.; arrive Philadelphia 1 Mar., leave 8 Mar.; 
arrive Iona Island 9 Mar., leave 14 Mar.; arrive 
Newport 14 Mar., leave 15 Mar.; arrive Boston 
16 Mar. Will leave Boston 17 Mar. for the West 
Coast on the following itinerary: Arrive York- 
town 19 Mar., leave 30 Mar.; arrive Hampton 
Roads 30 Mar., leave 31 Mar.; arrive Guantanamo 
4 Apr., leave 4 Apr.; arrive Canal Zone 7 Apr., 
leave 9 Apr.; arrive Corinto 11 Apr., leave 11 
Apr.; arrive San Diego 19 Apr., leave 20 Apr.; 
arrive San Pedro 21 Apr., leave 22 Apr.; arrive 
Mare Island 24 Apr., leave 2 May; arrive Puget 
Sound 5 May. 

PATOKA—Sailed Beaumont 30 Jan. for Colon. 
Due Canal Zone 6 Feb., leave 9 Feb.; arrive 
Corinto 12 Feb., leave 12 Feb.; arrive San Pedro 
22 Feb. 

RAMAPO—Sailed Manila 22 Jan. for Mare 
Island. Due 21 Feb. Will leave Mare Island 
5 Mar.; arrive San Pedro 7 Mar., leave 14 Mar.; 
arrive Cavite, Manila, 20 Apr., leave 4 May; 
arrive San Pedro 3 June. 

SALINAS—Sailed Beaumont for Cristobal 29 
Jan. Due Canal Zone 5 Feb. Will operate with 
Base Force. 


General Information 


RETIREMENTS 


The following-named men, in accordance with 
the law, were placed on the retired list of en- 
listed men of the U. S. Marine Corps on the 
dates set opposite their names: 

Gunnery Sergeant William Joseph, FMCR, 
6418 Chelwynde Avenue, Philadelphia, Pa.; 
10 December, 1931. 

First Sergeant Perry K. Tompkins, FMCR, 
R. F. D. No. 1, Box 365, Kansas City, Kans.; 
10 December, 1931. 

Quartermaster Sergeant George E. Mur- 
phree, FMCR, Naval Station, Guam; 15 Janu- 
ary, 1932. 

TRANSFERS TO THE FLEET MARINE CORPS 
RESERVE 

The following-named men, pursuant to their 
voluntary applications, were transferred to the 
Fleet Marine Corps Reserve on the dates set 
opposite their names: 

(Continued on page 52) 
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@ “I'm sort of restless... always on i 
the lookout for something that hits 


the old taste spot .. . and clicks! But 
i Ive noticed that I never get tired of 
— Chesterfields. They always taste better 
to me. 


“That can’t be an accident. It stands 
to reason ...a cigarette that always 
tastes better . . . has got to be made 
better. You know what I mean... 
purer materials...more up-to-date ways 
of working. I’m willing to bet that’s 
why my last Chesterfield of the day 
is as mild and satisfying as the first!” 


@”Music that Satisfies.” 
Hear Nat Shilkret’s bril- 
liant orchestra and Alex 
Gray, soloist, every night 
except Sunday ... entire 
Columbia Network . . 
10:30 E. S. T. 


> 


> 


THEY'RE MILDER + + THEY'RE PURE THEY TASTE BETTER~ They Salinfy 


@ 1952, Licostt & Myeas Tosacco Co. 
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Ebb Tide 


m1 WAS during the Filipino insur- 
rection thirty years ago that the 
Marines were stationed in 
Samar. Colonel Waller was in command. He and 
other officers commanded many hikes into the in- 
: = terior through icy mountain streams and the 
steaming oe see: jungle in pursuit of the little brown men who 
believed that “to run away was to live to fight another day.” 

My company took one hike I shall never forget. We were 
out ten days, the last three without food, when we reached 
Maqueda Bay on the west coast. The nearest village was eight 
miles away, the bay a barrier bordered by a trackless jungle 
filled with slimy, bloodsucking leeches and mangrove swamps 
harboring man-eating crocodiles. Our hunger, torn shoes and 
relaxed wills seemed to make us prisoners on the beach; the 
only escape was across the bay to the village with a telegraph 
office. 

Hidden under a pile of palm fronds we found a canoe, a crazy 
craft hollowed out of a log. It had but one outrigger of bamboo. 
Out of the soft ribs of palm fronds we whittled sculls. 

The incoming tide was gentle, the sea showed scarcely a 
ripple. From old water marks, high tide appeared to be about 
two hours off, enough time to get to the bay to where we could 
skirt the shore. Time was important, for with the ebbing tide 
come those mysterious, sudden squalls so dreaded in the China 
Sea. 

Marines are accustomed to new and unusual conditions, hence 
no one doubted the success of the venture. Four privates were 
detailed to wield the sculls, a sergeant claiming experience with 
such craft volunteered to steer. Being a useless second lieu- 
tenant, the captain sent me along to write the messages. At 
the end of an hour the sea showed choppy spots. Little tongues 
of brine, reflecting the crimson of the setting sun, lapped the 
sides of our craft. They reminded me of the tongues of hungry 
wolves nearing their prey. 

Like a bolt out of a clear sky the dreaded squall struck. The 
sea heaved as if in pain. Up and down we bobbed, our sculls 
beating the spray. The tropic night fell like a curtain. We 
could no longer see the troughs and the breaking crests. Un- 
able longer to withstand the strain the bamboo outrigger gave 
way, the canoe turning turtle to disappear in the waves. 

The squall blew out as suddenly as it had come. Like a sob- 
bing, disappointed child the sea resumes its calm. The lights of 
the fisher-village we had hoped to reach, winked as if in derision, 
the campfires of our comrades flared up again and again. 

I wondered if I were alone. 

A cloud shifted, a timid moon peeped over the horizon as if to 
watch us swimming slowly in the silver of the night. 


By George Ballard Bowers 


in Samar 


Sharks follow the ebbing tide. That 
thought made us close in and make for the 
blinking lights. 

The open sea roared nearer. 

A shriek startled me, my heart stood still. I thought of the 
sharks. A Marine had surrendered to fatigue, but he was saved 
by a comrade. 

The open sea was roaring nearer. I thought of our comrades 
left on the beach, that soon they might be too weak of hunger 
to defend themselves and fall victims of a lurking foe. 

A second swimmer gave up, but I caught him. If the strong 
continued to help the weak, I thought, our comrades waiting on 
the beach might be lost, too. Only one swimmer would be 
necessary to save them. 

I was strong. 

I shouted: “Every man for himself.” 

They heard me above the roar of the sea. 

In my anxiety to save, or to save myself, I had forgotten my 
pride and office. It suddenly dawned upon me that I should 
never be able to explain if I alone were saved. I remembered 
an officer who found himself in a similar predicament. Although 
his escape from death had been declared almost a miracle, some 
secretly derided his story. Later he put a pistol to his head 
and fired. 

Fear of disgrace was victor. My hungry comrades on the 
beach could never know what had been my secret thoughts. 
Whatever their fate they would praise me. 

My decision seemed to renew my strength. With the help 
of the watchful sergeant we drove the others forward. When 
another surrendered we supported him between us while we 
rested 

My nerves were cracking, I discovered myself laughing 
hysterically. 

The open sea roared louder still. 

I sensed that the sergeant watched me strangely. My arms 
thrashed wildly refusing to obey my will. I felt the sergeant’s 
hand on my shoulder. I struck it away. I was free. The water 
closed over me. I felt a glow of satisfaction that the losing 
game had ended. Death had lost its terrors. 

The roaring sea seemed far away. 

After what seemed to be a long, long time, I wallowed in the 
soft ooze of the bottom till an incoming wave caught me up 
and stood me on my feet. I could see the blinking lights of the 
village. Finally, I recovered my senses completely. 

“Stand up!” I shouted. 

My comrades in misfortune obeyed. 

We walked ashore through the shallow water of a wide sand 
(Continued on page 48) 


we 
f 
x 
Re 
| 
4 


Right 


THE IEATHERNECK 


March, 1932 


Heart of a Jew 


AR to the north a haze draped the 
big town as the nighthawks ceased 
i to ramble and the workers rose to 
i meet a murky dawn. A patrol from the Life Saving 
| Station swung along the beach, covering his stretch 

anal with a wary eye to seaward. His glasses would 
come up searching the waters for flotsam of the deep, and 
limping ships. Far out to sea a string of black smudges 
stained a purple horizon; the smudges grew into rolling billows; 
a fighting top stood out like silver filagree against a velvet 
background. The Marconi in the Sandy Hook Station cracked, 
“The fleet is coming in.” 

On they came—ten battle cruisers, gay in snowy paint and 
shiny brass work, bristling like bulldogs with gleaming fangs 
In a long straight line they slipped past Fire Island and dropped 
the Ambrose light astern. They split the Narrows in the 
middle as a ripple of 


By Clint Crabb 


Lou-Lou dipped and dipped, and the white 
tray quickly filled with luscious chocolates and 
fancy bon bons. She was silent today as her 
mind wandered back to a certain night in the past when she had 
been sought out in the “Palace of Pastime” by a big Marine. 
A hired hostess had solved the conventions, and he had whirled 
her away in a thistle-down two step that had turned her little 
world flippity flop. 

He had sailed away on the “Delaware.” A “sweetheart in 
every port” had found a doubting niche in her weary little 
heart. For six long months he had filled her dreams by night 
and her castles by day, and now her soul cried for her big boy. 

The long tables were filled with busy girls with nimble fin- 
gers, their tongues working overtime. Above the roar of 
traffic and the chatter of voices came a sound that no one 
heard but Lou-Lou. 

“Listen! Listen!” she 


pennants swung out cried. The gabble 
from the Flagship car- ceased. 

rying to the fleet the “BOOM!” It ‘rang 
Old Man’s orders. The out with a muffled 
blast of a salute rang roar. 

out o’er the “Texas” Her heart jumping, 
with a blow that curled Lou-Lou counted fif- 
the Admiral’s flag with teen “BOOMS”. Then 
its double pees her voice filled the 
Eagerly the gobs room, “The fleet is 
peered through the coming in and my Ma- 
mist for Old Liberty, rine will take me out 
tiny Bedloc, Jersey, tonight!” 

and the cliffs of lower The girls poured out 
Broadway. Tug boats of Fleishbaums as the 
and ferries screamed five o'clock whistle 
and shrieked as _ the blew. A tall Marine 


column crept past Gov- 
ernor’s Island and the 
Battery. Flags of all 
nations fluttered down 
from the liner, tanker, 
and dirty tramp as 
they joined their voices 
in the noisy welcome. 
Up the North River 
from the Palisades to 
Grant’s Tomb, they 
hung like gigantic 
pearls strainmg 
cables and deep buried 
mud hooks. The 
heights of Morningside 
sparkled in the noon- 
day glare, while the 
speeding motors on the 
Drive wound in and out 


stood at the mouth of 
the alley in tailor made 
blues. His cap set at 
a rakish angle bore a 
device that told the 
piebald black and tan 
world, “To stick to the 
straight and narrow.” 
Appraising eyes were 
turned his way, but he 
heeded them not. His 
heart was misbehaving 
as his gaze searched 
the crowd for a little 
tow-headed figure. 

“Oh, Eddie!” 

“My Lou-Lou girl!” 

Sixth Avenue held a 
stream of hot human- 
ity that flowed up and 


like sparkling jewels 
on the breast of Man- 
hattan. 

Boats swung out. 
White-belted Marines 
paced from forecastle to quarter deck. Bugles blew and a trim 
launch with a put-put-put of steerage way stood by at the 
starboard gangway of the “Delaware”. The Officer of the 
Deck delivered the liberty list to the Corporal on the gangway. 
The board was surrounded by a jostling gang of skylarking 
sailors and happy Marines. 

“Oh, Eddie, your name is on the list!” called one to a big 
Marine. 

The big Marine pushed forward and read his name to make 
sure. Then he headed for the berth deck and his liberty blues. 


Lou-Lou, short-skirted, sweet, wholesome and sophisticated, 
ran down the crumbling steps of the ancient brownstone. For- 
gotten was the stuffy little room, its knotty bed, the faded 
smear by the only window, and the cracked mirror that she 
consulted in times of temptation, moments of doubt, and min- 
utes of wild delight. She battled the subway crowd to Sixth 
Avenue, and with deep disgust left the reeking tube. 


“You don’t look like a snowbird or a hootch hound.” 


down the sizzling con- 
crete and gaped with- 
out emotion at a cling- 
ing girl and an oak- 
like Marine, 

On the hurricane deck and in a back seat of an uptown bus 
was the oak-like Marine and the clinging girl. Their hearts 
were far away in gardens of delight. The “L” was the drum- 
beat of the serf on a moonlit tropic beach. The roar of traffic 
was the Monsoon whipping through the palms. The bedlam 
of cries was the call of the macaw to its mate. The smell was 
orange blossoms in bowers of love. Snatches of their conversa- 
tion came to the ears of the man in front. 

“Then the big gob rushed me—I side-stepped and with a 
right in the puss, smacked him into the twilight—” The sound 
faded away and then he heard the excited voice of the girl. 

“Oh, Eddie, you are just wonderful.” 

“I only got a month, then I am through. I’ve stayed aboard 
ship for six months, and when I get out I’ll have a sack of 
sugar. 

“Eddie?” 

“Yes, Lou-Lou,” he replied. 

“When I get old and ugly will you always love me?” 

(Continued on page 48) 
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U. S. S. Delaware in the World War 


HE Marine Detachment of the U. S. S. 


First Donald V. Battnick was 
ay a) Junior Officer. The guard was composed of about 
ae 85 men. At the outbreak of the war mostly all of 
om “a men were transferred to other ships in the fleet, and 
their places filled by recruits. The Marines of the “Delaware” 
during the war manned the six 5-inch guns, one anti-aircraft 
gun, and took charge of one complete group control and four 
search lights, besides furnishing sentries. By request of the 
captain and the gunnery officer, the Marines took charge of one 
complete blue jacket division and trained them for gun crews 
for merchant ships. The men were under the charge of Marine 
non-commissioned officers. They trained 32 gun crews, each 
crew firing night and day, short range practice. This duty 
lasted from May, 1917, until November, 1917, when we were 
selected to join the Grand Fleet. There was not a period during 
our stay at Yorktown, that nearly half the detachment was 
not on watch at a time. 

The “Delaware” left Lynnhaven Roads, Va., at 3:00 p. m., 
November 25, 1917, 
in company with the 
“New York,” “Wyo- 
ming” and “Flor- 
ida.” During our 
trip over, on account 
of rough weather, 
the fleet was sepa- 
rated. Our ship was 
the first to arrive at 
the designated point 
off Scotland and . 
picked up the H. M. j 
S. “Constance.” On i 
the evening of De- 
cember 6th, the fleet + 
was united, and we : 
arrived at Scapa 
Flow, Asknig Island, ‘ 
on December 7, 1917, ea = 


escorted by British Sa 
destroyers and light’ = 
cruisers. We re- 


mained at Scapa un- 
til December 18th, 
when we went to 
Naval Base at 
Roysth, Scotland, to land our excess supplies, and get every- 
thing ready in case we were engaged by the Huns. Remained 
at Roysth ‘until January 15, 1918. 

After a week at Scapa, we went to sea for the first time with 
the Grand Fleet. To the veteran British Fleet, it had become 
routine work, but for our fleet it was a revelation to be at sea in 
the enemy’s waters. During this trip the Marines completely 
manned one 5-inch gun with 18 men, one anti-aircraft gun with 
8 men, four men in group control, and four on lights. All the 
rest of the men stayed at their guns with three men always on 
= One at voice tube, and one at trainer sight and pointer 
sight. 

Our first endeavor with the Grand Fleet brought us no glory 
for the enemy did not appear in any form. Maybe it was just 
as well, for we were intensely occupied with the task of famil- 
iarizing ourselves with the British Navy. 

Our next trip was on February 6, 1918, when we convoyed 
a merchant fleet to Bergam, Norway. At 4:00 p. m. on Febru- 


By P. A. Capron 
Major, U. 


. “Delaware” 


ary 8, 1918, we were attacked by a German sub- 
S.M.C marine that fired three torpedoes at us at short 
ices range. Members of No. 2 3-inch gun, manned by 
Marines, under Sergeant Bitner, were the first to get a shot at 
the submarine. We could not tell if we got her, but she did 
not bother us anymore. It was through the excellent handling 
of our ship by Captain Scales, that we were not torpedoed. 

Copy of letter of commendation: 

“The Division Commander wishes to express his high appre- 
ciation of the vigilence exercised and the prompt and skillful 
manner in which the ‘Delaware’ was handled on February 8, off 
the Norwegian Coast, owing to which, you avoided three tor- 
pedoes fired at the ship, at short range by an enemy submarine. 
It was an excellent example of preparedness and efficiency, and 
is most heartily commended. 

“The Captain congratulates the officers and crew and ex- 
presses to them his appreciation of the good work which has 
earned for the ‘Delaware’ the commendation of the Division 
Commander.” 

We had several other encounters with submarines, but the 
Marines were always on the job. During the winter months 
our duties were 
mostly taking con- 
voys to Norway and 
going out with the 
Grand Fleet. 

On June 2, 1918, 
we had the great 
pleasure of shield- 
ing our own Ameri- 
can mine laying 
squadron under 
Captain Belknap 
and it was a proud 
sight to us to see 
the Stars and 
Stripes floating over 


the great mining 


squadron. 

The _ operations 
against Zeebrugge 
and Osten in April 
brought us out to 

x . sea, so that we 

= might intercept the 
High Sea Fleet in 
case they should go 
to the assistance of 
Zeebrugge. The German battle cruisers came out and our 
scouting force made contact with them, but the Germans had 
seen all the Grand Fleet they wanted, and beat it back to Kiel 
with full speed. Admiral Beatty had given permission for the 
6th Battleship Squadron to lead the fleet into action in case 
the Huns intended to fight. 

We remained with the Grand Fleet until July 31st, 1918, 
when we were ordered back to the United States, arriving at 
Yorktown, August 15, 1918. While on the other side, we coaled 
ship about once a week. 

It is impossible to describe the numerous duties and hardships 
performed by the Marines during the war, especially during the 
winter months at Scapa Flow and in the North Sea. Every- 
thing was done with cheerfulness, and with a willingness, which 
upheld the traditions of the Corps. No men were ever tried 
for being drunk or over leave. We always had the heartiest 
cooperation of the Captain, the Executive Officer and the Gun- 
nery Officer. 
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You! 


Nothing interests one more than the person represented by 
the title of this article, and because you are reading it, it is of 
vital importance to you. 

What you intend to make of your life is perhaps your closest 
secret. Are your ambitions so closely secreted as to cast in a 
shadow the help that might be yours for the asking—help that 
will enable you more quickly to advance in your chosen line 
of endeavor? 

Every man has something to sell—no matter who he may be 
or in what work he is engaged. He must sell his services. The 
degree of success you meet with in making other people want 
what you have to offer, absolutely and positively governs the 
returns you gain from life. 

Do you intend to remain for the rest of your life in a state 
bordering on the dormant? You say “No!” Very well, what 
are you going to do about it? When are you going to begin— 
and where? 

Take a grip on yourself. Look for the goal on which your 
ideals are set; gird yourself for the fray with knowledge. If 
you were without weapons in a fight what would you give if 
someone offered you protection? You would give anything. 
Then how much easier it is to accept a weapon against ignorance 
at no cost. 

The Marine Corps Institute is a willing co-worker. Enroll 
for a course in salesmanship. No matter what work you desire 
to do you will find that a clear understanding of the principles 
of salesmanship will be of inestimable aid to you. You alone 
can decide what measure of success is to be yours—it is up 
to you. 


The price of the rifle ne’er hit the bull’s eye 
And the bang seldom rattles the bells. 
It’s the hand on the trigger that cuts the real figure; 
The aim is what counts—it makes records mount. 
Are you hitting or just wasting shells? 


Be True 


Over the door of a Pagan Temple there is a memorable 
inscription which frames itself into two immortal and significant 
words—“Know Thyself.” “If” says another worthwhile adage, 
“If thou be true to thyself—thou canst not then be false to any 
man.” “Knowledge is Virtue,” as the great Athenian said so 
many years ago. But to know one’s self and to be true to one’s 
own ideas—this is the supreme goal of human endeavor. To 
betray the best within us is most certainly to fail. Traitors 
fling life and opportunity to the winds and wreck themselves 
and the convictions which they represent. Posterity and the 
unkind impartiality of history reward each human life accord- 
ing to the principle of worth or worthlessness. Worthlessness 
is doomed to die and does. Years ago in a rude garret some- 
where in the suburbs of London there lay a dying man. Clutch- 
ing in his pale and frenzied hands he held the American flag—a 
blue banner gleaming with thirteen stars. He unfolds a parch- 
ment which years before had commissioned him to a colonel in 
the Continental Army. It is Benedict Arnold who for greed of 
fame or gold sold his allegiance to the enemies of his country. 
So he died unwept, unhonored, and unsung. He was untrue to 
his country and convictions and he paid the cost. Life holds 
for you only one opportunity to make good, if you throw that 
opportunity away, it is gone forever. Be true to thyself and to 
the greatest principles of your inner life and you will be un- 
ashamed to look the future in the face. 

“Know thyself.” 


March, 1932 


Courtesy 


Ponder on that word—think it over; review the last twenty- 
four hours and check up on yourself—has your personal stand- 
ard of courtesy been what you would have it in others? Prob- 
ably not—any military service is necessarily fundamentally 
autocratic and there is a tendency to dispense with the ordinary 
little amenities of life that make the day a little more cheerful. 

It’s not effeminate to say “thank you”—and you won’t wear 
out your vocal chords if you say it at every opportunity, neither 
will you be wasting an undue portion of your priceless time. 
Think it over—show a little appreciation when appreciation is 
due, since the language furnishes such an easy, concise way of 
doing it. 

Don’t be afraid of requesting anybody’s pardon when occasion 
requires it—even if it’s the other person’s fault. You’re not 
abasing yourself in doing so, or admitting any inferiority, but 
you are proving your breeding and the fact that you’re a 
gentleman. 

Every one that speaks to you rates a smile, and a pleasant 
look. Statistics prove that it requires considerably the greater 
effort to look dour and surly, so why waste your energy so 
profitlessly? Your troubles are your own—don’t inflict them on 
anybody else by looking and acting like a brewing cyclone. 
Remember that everpresent, spontaneous courtesy is the ulti- 
mate achievement of the gentleman; let your courtesy stand the 
acid test of your constant, close, intimate association with your 
shipmates. It’s easy to be polite occasionally, but in the Navy, 
where somebody may step on you even in your slumbers, con- 
a courtesy is an achievement of which you may well be 
proud. 


Saint Patrick 

Way down beneath the fantastic trappings of both myth and 
miracle, with which he has been invested by monkish super- 
stitions and Celtic imaginations, there appears to have existed 
a real Patrick, a missionary bishop to Erin some fifteen or 
more centuries ago. The legends and exaggerated tales of 
the many miracles he is accredited with performing, are merely 
representative of his great personality power upon his followers 
and believers. 

He was born about the end of the fourth century, apparently 
in South Wales. It was a period of fierce raids upon Britain by 
the Saxons, Picts and Irish. Patrick’s first sight of his flock was 
as a captive to the wild band of Irish who carried him off the 
coast at the age of sixteen. For six years he tended the flocks 
and then a religious vision came to him, tempting him to escape 
to Gaul. For two years he studied at the monastery of Lerins, 
which he followed by fourteen more years at Auxerre. In the 
year 432 he was ordained Bishop and despatched to convert the 
still paganish Irish tribes. 


THE BIRTH OF ST. PATRICK 


On the eighth day of March it was, some people say, 

That Saint Pathrick at midnight he first saw the day; 
While others declare twas the ninth he was born, 

And ‘twas all a mistake between midnight and morn; 
For mistakes will occur in a hurry and shock, 

And some blam’d the baby—and some blam’d the clock— 
Till with all their cross-questions sure no one could know, 
If the child was too fast—or the clock was too slow. 


Now the first faction fight in ould Ireland they say, 
Was all on account of Saint Pathrick’s birthday. 
Some fought for the eighth—for the ninth more would die, 
And who wouldn’t see right, sure they blacken’d his eye! 
At last, both the factions so positive grew, 

That each kept a birthday, so Pat then had two, 
Till Father Mulcahy, who showed them their sins, 
Said, “None could have two birthdays but a twins.’ 


Says he, “Boys, don’t be fightin’ for eight or for nine, 
Don’t be always devidin’—but sometimes combine; 
Combine eight with nine, and seventeen is the mark, 
So let that be his birthday.”—“Amen,” says the clerk. 
“If he wasn’t twins, sure our hist’ry will show— 
That, at least, he’s worth any two saints that we know!” 
Then they all got blind dhrunk—which completed their bliss, 
And we keep up the practice from that day to this. 
—Samuel Lover. 


“The top o’ the mornin’ to ye, and the rest o’ the day to 
yeself”—try and get it! 


! 
~ 


| 
j 4 
NS 
| 


March, 1932 


Out of the Brig 
By Lou Wylie 


DOWN LOUISIANA WAY 


By southern streams the willows 

their spring green drapes have hung, 
Above the swamps and marshes 

a silver mist is hung. 


Across the blue Gulf’s waters 
on tired, beating wing, 
The birds are flying northward 

to mate, and nest and sing. 


Above the slumbrous water 
a limpid, blue sky bends 

To merge in the horizon 
where sky and water ends. 


It’s spring! Louisiana! 
and in your rich heart pressed 
Are jewels dear and rare enough 
for a king’s jewel chest. 


The ivory frail magnolia, 

cape jasmine dipped in dew, 
The hyacinth’s pale lavender 

on lagoon, and bayou. 


The brooding, wistful beauty 
Louisiana knows 

Still haunts me in the north land 
through wintry years of snows. 


And with the spring winds walking 
through cypress and cane brake 
My heart is sick with yearning 
for a lost beauty’s sake. 


Dear Fellows: Perhaps from the above 
you can tell we are a little homesick 
for that part of the world where there 
are no bread lines 
because a benefi- 
cent Nature 
knew we South- 
erners would al- 
ways be “pore” 
and so filled the 
streams with 
fishes, the trees 
with fruit, and 
the ground with 
yams and sugar 
cane. Another 
thing that makes 
us feel lonely is 
that this is the 
anniversary of 
the birth of Aunt 
Rose Arnold. Lots 
of you fellows who read the Brig back 
in 1926, ’27 and ’28 will remember how 
she used to show up in the column ever 
so often with a joke, or some delight- 
fully outlandish stunt for an old lady 
to do. 

Some of the fellows who were over 
at the navy yard at Algiers during that 
time will remember her, for many of 
them used to visit her and tell her their 
adventures, and listen to her jokes and 
advice. And some of them, who after 
gay nights in the cabarets in the French 
Quarter found themselves over at the 
3d police precinct, may have wondered 
why they were suddenly chased back to 
the Navy Yard by the sergeant with a 
few words of sharp but good advice. 
Aunt Rose lived just two blocks from 
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the police station, and there was never 
a man in uniform who went into that 
station and had to spend the night in a 
cell if she knew anything about it. She 
had personal friends all along the line 
from Billy Pinkerton (who founded the 
detective agency with his name) Wood- 
row Wilson, and any number of gov- 
ernors and state politicians in Missis- 
sippi, Louisiana and Texas, and she was 
perfectly capable of calling on them all 
at once and in no uncertain terms if she 
could benefit some poor chap who was 
not a criminal, but just “out of luck” 
for some prank. 

Aunt Rose was perhaps one of the 
most interesting women of her age. She 
had served as a pioneer newspaper wo- 
man in Chicago and New York. She had 
been a detective, the wife of a wealthy 
plantation owner, and at his death after 
he lost his fortune in a sugar gamble, 
she had taken off her silk dresses, donned 
cheap prints and with a small candy 
store and an aptitude for investing her 
money had built herself up a fortune 
when she was nearly 70. She was a 
friend to many prominent authors, and 
several men who are on newspapers in 
the south today were picked up out of 
the gutter and coaxed and driven back 
to manliness and a sense of pride by the 
indomitable old lady. She died three 
years ago, and rests in a lonely grave in 
the Masonic Cemetery in New Orleans, 
unappreciated by those who still judge 
women by the extent with which they 
can clothe themselves with hypocrisy. 

It is accordingly very fitting that her 
birthday should be remembered here, 
where the fellows she often called “the 
backbone of our nation” can be reminded 
of her. To this columnist she was a part 
of the dear old New Orleans that only 
lives in our dreams and can never, never 
be recaptured. 

+ * 

When it comes to getting free pub- 
licity, it certainly takes us newspaper 
folks to appreciate it, for we certainly 
have enough folks hanging on us, asking 
for free “pie.” So you can feel sure it 
was with a glow of appreciation that we 
found a whole page in the 304th Com- 
many USMCR’s snappy little mag “A 
Number One” given over to a Leather- 
neck ad, with the notation that it had 
not been solicited but was given in recog- 
nition of the publicity given the com- 
pany by “The Leatherneck.” 

And, just to help the good work along 
and hoping the suggestion will be taken 
by some of you fellows who don’t sub- 
scribe, the ad was a picture of Mickey 
Mouse, and Mickey was saying: “I’m too 
small to join the U. S. Marines but that 
doesn’t stop me from reading the 
“Leatherneck.” 

How many of you fellows back home 
have younger brothers who would be 
tickled pink to have you give them a 
year’s subscription? 

* * 

This column has to report a delightful 
dance and dinner given by the New York 
Detachment of the Marine Corps League 
January 30th. All dolled up in our red- 
dest evening gown, we had heaps of fun 
being interviewed by the reporters and 
didn’t we break out with nice long 
stories in the news. The “New York 
Times” gave us space on page 3 of its 
news section, Sunday edition, and the 
“Brooklyn Eagle” and the “Brooklyn 


Eleven 


Times” also had room for us. In the 
afternoon, preceding the dance, the 
Eastern Seaboard conference of the 
League was held, and decided among 
other things that they felt pretty badly 
about the way the Marine Corps had 
been cut up, and maybe Mr. Hoover and 
some of the Congressmen and State sen- 
ators had better hear about it. 

Carlton Fisher, the national command- 
ant of the league, and Angelo John Cin- 
cotta, commandant of the New York De- 
tachment 1, proved regular guys, and 
even the press (and are they critical) 
voted them great scouts. Mrs. Cincotta, 
looking like the sort of person who 
should wear Spanish mantillas, and look 
softly over the top of a lace fan, was 
present, and so were the Solomons, and 
so in fact were practically 300 people, 
all of whom seemed to be having a very 
nice time. 


This column is thankful for an invita- 
tion from the Marines at the Brooklyn 
Navy Yard to attend a dance; isn’t it 
just our luck for it to happen on a Fri- 
day evening, which along with Sunday 
evening, Monday evening and Wednes- 
day evening is one of the evenings when, 
after having been on the job straight 
through from 9 A. M. we still have to get 
out and rustle up news, or stand in the 
breadline. Thanks for the _ invite, 
Fellows. 

* 


And before we close, for you fellows 
who asked for it, here is a reprint of 
“Old Banners of the Corps” written after 
our first visit to Washington where we 
saw the old flags at the Marine Barracks. 


OLD BANNERS OF THE CORPS 


Here are old flags, with stars grown wan, 
And tarnish on their cords and fringe 
of gold, 
And bars grown pale that once in sum- 
mer suns 
Were undulant and fluttering colors 


Where are the clouds of battle smoke 
Through which these emblems blazoned 
fair? 
Where are the hands that quick and true 
Flung out their folds upon the air? 


Where is the bugle’s clear, high note 
Shattering the silence into silver rain? 
Where are the stalwart lines of fighting 
men 
That moved beneath these flags like 
windswept grain? 


Perhaps in some fair, sky-born land 
Where souls of bravest warriors 
gathered are, 
There boast the followers of these flags 
Of every fringed fold and pointed 
star. 


To us are left these yellowing folds of 
silk, 
Mementos of our nation’s freedom and 
its pride, 
Oh! May the spirit of these banners 
never die 
But ever and forever with our land 
abide! 
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Sea Going 


AMBITIOUS “A” REPORTS 


Here we are on board the “Arkie,” 
seagoing, and how? Even though many 
of the men have been feeding the fish. 
Among those present are such men as 
Sergeant Dickey, an old timer in the 
Marine Corps, Corporal Disco, who hails 
from MB, South Charleston, W. Va., 
guess he would rather be among the 
“Fems,” than over the rail! and numer- 
ous others. 

Still all in all, everyone has about got- 
ten used to the sea and the drills, ete. 
Seagoing is something new to the most 
of us, but, given a few days to gain our 
sealegs, and to get acquainted with the 
ship, watch “A” Company. Why? Well, 
with Captain John P. Adams, U. S. M. C., 
as our Company Commander, First 
Lieutenant John F. Hough, U. S. M. C.., 
and Second Lieutenant Robert E. Hill., 
U. S. M. C., as the junior officers, and 
First Sergeant Elmer R. Shambough, 
who wouldn't come through with flying 
colors? 

Oh yes, we also have Gunnery Ser- 
geant Hiensch, an old timer, who just 
recently came off the “Arkie,” Sergeant 
Gaines, Sergeant Williamson, the re- 
cruiter, and an all around good bunch of 
men. So here’s how until later. 

P. S. ! ! I almost forgot all the scan- 
dal about this gang. It has been re- 
ported from a good source that our 
Gunnery Sergeant made a statement to 
the effect that he would never again 
come aboard this *?—‘( ?:$* ship. Now 
“Gunny” one of your calibre should be 
careful of what he says, for one never 
knows, does one? 


HEADED FOR THE DELTAS 


By Robert S. Scott 

The “Arkansas” left Philadelphia just 
in time to miss the first real snow, and, 
although some of us regretted leaving 
the Quaker town, on the whole we are 
rather glad. Who wouldn’t be; for a 
chance at New Orleans and the Mardi 
Gras with Charleston, S. C., thrown in 
on the side? 

At Hampton Roads we picked up a 
whole battalion of Gyrenes whose train- 
ing activities, incidentally, are the main 
reason for the trip. It certainly did 
look good to see so many Leathernecks 
again—and for the first time Marines 
do not form an overwhelming minority 
aboard the “Arkie.” As a matter of 
fact, from the appearance of the deck 
at quarters each morning, it seems as 


though there are more sea soldiers than 
sailors. Most of us knew someone in 
the gang, so many old acquaintances 
have been renewed, and posts and what- 
nots discussed. Our own Gunnery Ser- 
geant Heinsch who had left us not so 
long ago, is right back feeling at home 
again. 

Here at Charleston we are only snap- 
ping in for the real thing to come in 
New Orleans. These “Southern Belles” 
aren’t a bit hard to take. Several of 
the non-coms have already found great 
interests here—in fact, our own in- 
imitable Henry Clay almost decided to 
stay over one morning. (She’s a blonde). 

Several hundred soldiers from Fort 
Moultrie visited us on the 20th and we 
of the Marine Detachment acted as 
guides, enlightening them as to the in- 
tricacies of a sea-going life. The bat- 
talion has been going ashore daily to 
practice maneuvers and parades on the 
drill grounds of Fort Moultrie. 

This Marine Guard which has stood 
up and presented arms to Kings, Ambas- 
sadors, and Presidents, didn’t feel at all 
disgruntled when General Summerall, 
commanding The Citadel here, hurled 
several bouquets at us ere he left the 
ship. We are becoming accustomed to 
these floral offerings of late. 

Well, heigh ho! New Orleans and a 
butt—then ho for old Gotham. 


GOLDEN GATE SAILINGS 
By H. Cooley 


The Marine Detachment aboard the 
U. S. S. “California” carries ninety-six 
men on the rolls. We are fortunate in 
having Captain Elmer Hall, recently at 
Quantico, for our Commanding Officer. 
Captain Hall is too well known for us 
to say anything more and has been in- 
strumental in bringing our football team 
to the fore this season. 

The junior officer is Second Lieutenant 
John R. Lanigan, who has previously 
served in Nicaragua and Pensacola. He 
is very popular with everybody and 
plays a fine game of football. He has 


been assisting Captain Hall with the 
team in addition to his other duties. 
Lieutenant Colonel H. M. Smith is 
aboard as Fleet Marine Officer, Batile 
Force, and is also Judicial Officer on Ad- 


miral Leigh’s staff. Colonel Smith has 
had a long and fine career and during 
the war served on General Harbord’s 
staff. 

Sergeant Major Earl C. Harrah is the 
Fleet Sergeant Major. Harrah has seen 
service in all parts of the land with the 
Marine Corps, but claims that his best 
tour was at Russian Island. “The Major”, 
as he is called, has the entire “CPO” 
mess “strung up” when the occasion 
arises to “toss a line.” 

Our top-kick, First Sergeant Nolan 
Tillman is an old-timer in the sea-going 
line. He has seven years at sea to his 
credit and still going strong. His past 
experience has stood him good stead in 
handling the Marine Detachment. Till- 
man is noted for his ability as a rifle 
and pistol shot. 

Gunnery Sergeant Elmer Vannice of 
machine gun fame, is also with us. He 
recently returned from touring the Ori- 
ent. From what he says of China, we 
have decided to look the place over our- 
selves some day. He is a settled mar- 
ried man now and owns a car, so he 
won't be goin’ places and seein’ things 
as often as he has. 

Our sergeants are William Beardsley, 
Cleaves Branson, Herbert Cooley, and 
Floyd Moore. Of these men, Branson 
is outstanding in more than one way; 
especially up and down. He is learning 
to duck overheads to a “T” now. 

Our corporals include Baker, Berlatta, 
Burke, Carano, Crapser, Raymond, Rice, 
Renstrom, McLaughlin and Morris. 

The detachment mans the entire port 
broadside battery, consisting of six 5- 
inch guns and has done itself proud. 
Four of the guns were awarded white 
“E’s” this year, much to the dismay of 
the paymaster as he paid us our prize 
money. We use the “powder ram” 
method of loading. The first shell man 
gives the shell just enough momentum 
to start it on its way. The first powder- 
man follows right in and using plenty 
of beef, rams the shell home with the 
powder bag. The results of the past 
two years speak volumes for this 
method. 

Our whaleboat crew has just been or- 
ganized and the coxswain, “Duke” Ren- 
strom, reports that the outlook is very 
promising and that it looks like a bad 
day for the other whaleboat crews this 
season. 


AS WE GO SAILING 
By “Deac” Shuman 


"Midst their high revels in Valhalla, 
the great spirits of old timers may recall 
noble deeds and smart duties performed 
in their memorable ranks, and comment 
justly, too, about the bravery and faith 
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of “this outfit and that,” but we’ll wager 
any “stakes” you may name, that they 
did not overlook the present Marine 
Guard aboard the U. S. S. “California,” 
upon whom they certainly smiled their 
praise when... 

On the morning of October 7th, 1931, 
and the six 5-inch 5l-cal. Port Battery 
guns are bristling in the sunlight. “Com- 
ing on the Range!”—Silence—The great 
ship throbs, in cat-like stalk, over the 
blue waters of the Pacific. “Five min- 
utes to go!” In the grip of tenseness 
it is an eternity—“One minute to go!”— 
Four lazy targets wallowing uncon- 
cerned on our beam. What’s detaining 
them? Suddenly, the blast of the ship’s 
whistle resounds the call to action. 
“Stand by!” The trayman adjusts his 
stance; the first shellman and the first 
powderman crouch with their loads ready 
to spring. “All guns load!” The breech 
plug swings open and a yawning hiss 
from the air line sweeps clean the gaping 
bore. “Bore clear!”” That sound of rush- 
ing air is choked in an instance by the 
fifty-pound shell as it clinks to rest, 
followed and rammed home by the pow- 
der bag. The plug snaps in place—all 
secure. “Ready one!” shrills the plug- 
man. A breathless hush—the Buzzer!— 
and the guns leap to life. In an inferno 
of shattering explosions, dazzling yellow 
flames play “Hide and Seek” as they 
lick into shades of green smoke riding 
on the wind into nothingness. What a 
scene!—for a duel on the High Seas. 

Behind the guns, after that first shot, 
the crews intent on feeding those hun- 
gry maws, could fire all day; there’s 
such a lasting impression of something 
awing held in leash, that takes you out 
of your little personal hide. You become 
a giant, signaling the answer to the 
lightning and thunder of great storms. 
Perhaps it is the soul’s contact with the 
extremes of reality and unreality, that 
in those forty-eight flasnes of amazing 
creation you have experienced, all in less 
than two minutes of intermittent mental 
recording, the heights of physical 
achievement. 

“Cease Firing!”—‘“‘All ammunition 
expended—no_ casualties!” The “let 
down” and for a moment the excitement 
is trebled while the mind adjusts itself 
to a new day. The great show is over 
and the actors by quick transformation 
become the audience, in that like an 
audience after a show, they discuss in 
moods of great hilarity the merits of 
each gun crew’s performance. 

Visions of white E’s on guns and 
blouse sleeves, and pockets full of prize 
money, fill every mind. With these high 
hopes the waiting for the official re- 
sults would be insufferable—if it were 
not relieved by old “Dame Rumor” who 
now has the stage as she flits jokingly 
one instant and on the next in serious 
convincing tones of certainty among us. 
Finally the targets, reminding one of 
new designs for Swiss cheese, are 
hauled aboard to be examined on the 
quarterdeck. Examined carefully, in 
view of the fact that some of our guns 
were shooting through holes made by 
their team mates. Number 12 gun crew 
fired green painted shells, two of which 
trespassed brazenly upon the yellow of 
Number 4 crew. In one case it was 
doubtful among some of the officers as 
to there being any green showing on the 
yellow ... until the captain of our ship 
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said, “It’s green or I’m color blind’’(!) 

So, we have captured the Marine 
Broadside record at Short Range Battle 
Practice. How we accomplished it is in- 
credulous (no doubt) and now ancient 
history to the Navy. As is—four of our 
six guns carry smart white “E’s.” Be 
assured, those white “E’s” will stay 
“put” in modest array during the en- 
suing gunnery year, with high likeli- 
hood of singing a sextette in “Navy E” 
for the joy and edification of our col- 
leagues in “Deep ‘C’ Blue.” 


giles The officers’ string, which was fired 


by Captain Hall, trainer, and Lieutenant 
Lanigan as firing pointer, aided very 
much by putting four shots in the target 
that could be covered by a campaign 
hat. A small spot applied to the original 
balastic gave us the dope. 

Please don’t misunderstand. Despite 
our modesty we are not by any hap- 
hazard method belittlin’ our Friendly 
Enemies who manned the Starboard 
Battery; far from it, in truth, and in 
all justice to them, we realize that by 
their splendid showing of three “E’s” 
that we were contested strongly for the 
honors. We congratulate them in the 
best way we know how when we say 
that we will make it six “E’s”—to beat 
them in 1932. 

The Commanding Officer of the “Cali- 
fornia,” Captain H. E. Lackey, is very 
proud of his Marine Guard. At Cap- 
tain’s inspection he gave us a_ short 
commendatory speech that made every 
man feel the importance of the part he 
had played at S. R. B. P. The captain 
further honored us on the quarterdeck 
when all Divisions were lined up to re- 
ceive their prize money, by placing the 
Guard unmistakably in The Seat of 
Honor—we were First! 

The officers who were directly ac- 
countable for our outstanding gunnery 
performance: First, Captain Elmer E. 
Hall, and little as he modestly believes, 
was the prominent factor in our success. 

Indeed, it was an interesting event 
when Captain Hall came aboard to com- 
mand the Marine Guard, for he was not 
unheralded. His fame as a leader on 
the football field and in the diversity of 
his professional activities preceded him, 
weeks before he set foot on the quarter- 
deck of the “California.” 

Every man in the Detachment became 
keenly alert in his appearance before 
the new command. Transformations set 
in rapidly; and the detachment, as if by 
magic, became a smoothly working har- 
monious whole. Moreover, with all the 
heralded fame that kept us a bit in 


awe of Captain Hall—it is as nothing 
compared to what we have discovered 
for ourselves in contacting the most dis- 
tinguished military figure aboard ship. 

Under Captain Hall’s command our 
service has become a deeper honor and 
more of a pleasure. Every man in the 
detachment not only knows his partic- 
— job but performs his duty with a 
will. 

The Captain never speaks for “him- 
self,” we found that out the morning he 
commended us on our gunnery perform- 
ance at S. R., forgetting “self” entirely, 
while speaking in sincere terms his deep 
appreciation of our former Captain, E. 
O. Ames, for turning over to him “such 
a splendid Guard.” And indeed, Captain 
Ames is acclaimed by officers and by 
men, 

Our Junior Marine Officer, Lieutenant 
John R. Lanigan—‘“Pat” to his fellow 
officers, and among the men when they 
are unmolested by formalities—is a sym- 
bol of “Action” in service and generosity. 
Two successful seasons with the Marines 
at the guns of the Port Battery, Lieu- 
tenant Lanigan has accomplished won- 
ders in keeping the spirits of the men 
above the waterline of a _hattleship. 
When the “Top” says, “See the Lieu- 
tenant” (and that settles that!), the man 
with a request breathes a sigh of relief, 
he knows that the Lieutenant will give 
his request every consideration. But 
this is not the only reason why the men 
would march through the proverbial 
“hell,” as if to a gay party, with the 
Lieutenant. 

Lieutenant Lanigan’s untiring enthusi- 
asm has been an outstanding asset not 
only to the detachment but to the ship’s 
football team as well. At work and at 
play he is equally energetic; diffusing 
jollity, an infectious Irish smile, and a 
genial personality. Little wonder that 
he has so many friends among officers 
and crew—(sh! will the ladies kindly 
speak for themselves—we heap apologies 
at their slippers for not doing the Lieu- 
tenant justice). 

Last year Lieutenant Lanigan was in- 
valuable as a coach and as a player in 
bringing the “California” team to the 
runner-up position in our Division. 
Arduous as the task is, and has been, 
that of working the ship’s football team 
into shape, has been a pleasurable duty 
well performed by Lieutenant Lanigan. 
An expert follower of the ball he also 
ably assists Captain Hall with the 
coaching of a team that will be in the 
forefront of this season’s battleship 
teams. 
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The men couldn’t let the “Top” get 
away with all the shooting honors—so 
just to prove his example was in evi- 
dence they knocked down four Navy 
“E’s"—to dangle before his eagle eye. 
But a sagacious smile is all we saw— 
slip up the “Top’s” right sleeve. 

First Sergeant Nolan Tillman knows 
his men—if not, then we'll counter with, 
“He knows how to pick gun crews!” 
And can our “Top” handle the “irons or 
rods” and whatever the racket may be? 
Just look up his record. It’s too long 
and full of glory to more than mention 
about here. No matter, to our modest 
assumption and candid opinion he’s the 
best shot in all four branches of the 
Service—including the Aviation with its 
eagle eye. Don’t ask the men about the 
“Top’s” shooting skill . . . they just shud- 
der inwardly and pray that the duelling 
season remains closed. 

No, we can’t feel sorry for First Ser- 
geant Tillman because he’s best man, or 
is it “head man”? The old adage “Un- 
easy rests the head that wears the 
crown” doesn’t apply in First Sergeant 
Tillman’s reign—but, uneasy rests the 
Sea Goin’ cap that’s not “fore and aft” 
at Captain’s inspection. 

Marines always play a prominent part 
on the ship’s rifle team. First Sergeant 
Tillman is usually high score with Gun- 
nery Sergeant Vannice as his keenest 
competitor for the honors. “Gunney” 
pulled a shennanigan (?) on the “Top” 
and took high score in the Kitsap 
Matches at Bremerton, Washington. 

In the Kitsap match six men were 
entered as a team from the “California,” 
four members being Mcrines. The 
“California” team won by thirty-six 
points, and so “’elp” Sergeant “Gunner” 
Moore who did his eagle eye proud that 
day, the team brought home the “bacon” 
—A goat. The “Gunner” goes on to say, 
that, “No one has complained of the 
smell, as yet, because it’s an educated 
goat; in fact, stuffed with education.” 
Nevertheless, “Gunner,” we proudly dis- 
play, for visitors aboard, your educated 
goat. 

The Marines have always taken the 

prize in the Navy Day Exhibit. Field 
equipment laid out for the inspection of 
visitors aboard. All machine guns, B. 
A. R.’s, pistols, rifles and hand grenades 
were demonstrated and explained to our 
guests. In due style a wall tent and a 
cot were set up. However, one thing 
was lacking, a Marine upon that cot, 
counting sheep. Nevertheless, our 
guests were pleased, especially in their 
admiration of our beautifully embroid- 
ered Battle Fleet Marine Regimental 
flag which attracts the attention of more 
visitors than any other exhibit aboard 
ship. 
Football: The detachment is well rep- 
resented on the ship’s football team—in 
fact, for a time it looked as if the team 
would be an all 7th Division one, but 
after the weeding process we were 
happy to see four Marines holding their 
ground as follows: C. M. Smith and F. 
Wilson at right tackle; V. Wall at right 
guard, and “War-whoop” Bernard at 
fullback. 

Wrestling: On the wrestling mat 
Davidson has won victory after victory, 
crowning himself with well earned glory 
while piling up honors for the detach- 
ment. We were without a representa- 
tive on the ship’s wrestling team until 
Davidson entered the light heavy class 
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Reading from left to right—Sitting: Ist Set. 
Bunah L. Burnham, Ist Lieut. John E. Curry, 
Set. Charlies A. Mussen, Jr. 

Standing: Cpl. Aloysids K. Helmin, Cpl. Carroll 
W. Colwell, Cpl. Robert E. Erwin, Jr.; Cpl. Godfrey 
E. Walden. 

Set. William Casey, Cpls. Edward A. Chapman 
and Leonard L. Kitsinger were not present when 
this picture was taken. 


for his first season of wrestling. Hard 
workouts and exacting coaching at the 
hands of “Sailor” Moore (Navy heavy- 
weight champion) started Davidson on 
his phenomenal rise. But Davidson has 
the unbeatable ambition to be Navy 
champion, and if he does not win the belt 
this year it will be due entirely to his 
inexperience. He fights hard and un- 
ceasingly in his matches. From start 
to finish he forces the contest at every 
step. He has speed, strength, and skill— 
literally the incarnation of a wrestler. 
Nature has fashioned him for the light 
heavy crown. Davidson’s success is all 
the more exceptional in that this is his 
first season as a wrestler whatsoever. 
There is every likelihood that Davidson 
will not only win the Navy title this 
year but place himself in a fair position 
to make the Olympics. 

Boxing: “Bobby” Norton, and “Tuffy” 
Griffin have played their parts in the 
ring. That is “Tuffy” did until he 
pulled a Gene Tunney by putting on the 
Philosopher’s gloves with Schopenhauer 
and Will Durant (mental knockouts are 
his forte). So, this season “Bobby” 
alone keeps up our fighting spirits. A 
featherweight by Dame Nature, Norton 
goes her one better by taking on the 
lightweights, men who outweigh him ten 
pounds. Nevertheless, Bobby can hold 
his own, and if he will but get himself 
in condition there is no stopping him. 
He has youth, skill, and plenty of the 
old Corps’ Spirit. Sh, “Bobby” is our 
musical genius on the bugle. His blatant 
but musical reveille has driven the shore 
roosters in mortification and wounded 
pride to seek inland refuges. Nary a 
crow from the shore!—for “Bobby” is 
a Marine from the top of his head to 
the “Sol-o” of his bugle. 

Nineteen thirty-one, and well may we 
exclaim, “What a year!” Replete it has 
been in travel: To Panama with the in- 
cidental but necessary War Maneuvers 
successfully buttonholed en route; San 
Francisco, many times to that port of 
picturesque views; Puget Sound, a laby- 
rinth of glittering waterways, beguiling 
the traveler at every turn, hiding and 
revealing its scenic beauties no camera 
can hold, or word portray. In this vast 
region beholden to the snow-capped 
crown of Mount Rainier, we have taken 
our fun where we found it—in the cities 
of Tacoma, Seattle, and Bremerton, 
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along with a two-weeks vacation on the 
rifle range at Fort Lewis. 

Exciting in sports: Fishing for fresh 
mackerel, over the side when anchored 
off Santa Barbara Island; in every port; 
baseball, football, swimming, drills, in- 
teresting visitors aboard, smokers, 
dances, talkies, night battle practice (a 
spectacle in real fireworks) long range 
and force battle practices. A myriad 
of variegated activities to enliven tired 
minds ’midst scenes that dwarf to in- 
significance the best that the movies can 
produce. With it all, where would we 
be without our growl—the Navy neg- 
lected to issue us steamer-chairs that 
we may be unabashed First Class Pas- 
sengers. 

It just can’t be crowded into what 
we've said or ever hope to say, but, in 
the little that we have given you we 
trust there remains a taste of Neptune’s 
Elixir de Salt. Sorry we can’t convey 
“The jolt with a kick from a 14 salvo.” 
Land duty? ho, ho, you young fellows 
who have thirty or more years to do 
might just as well have enlisted in the 
Army. 

For the New Year we have awaiting 
us in the heart of the Pacific, the Isle 
of Hawaii, with fair promises of many 
gay liberties in Honolulu. If you can 
make it, come along, the sea gulls and 
the pellicans are on the wing. 


SKY AND WATER 


With the sea as my steed 

And no land my goal 

I ride with a Curious Glee. 

For aye! the sea my steed shall be 
And a meeting place— 

For souls like me. 


From the Sea—the Mysterious Sea 
My spirit of immortality 

May ride to shore 

To be off once more— 

A flight of Seeking Reality. 


AS THE TIDE ROLLS BY 
From available records the Marine 


Detachment, U. S. S. “Argonne,” can be 
traced back to January, 1923, then 
known as the Marine Detachment, U. S. 
S. “Procyon,” en route to the “Procyon” 
from Mare Island via the U. S. S. “Penn- 
sylvania.” Little can be said about it 
then as where it made the regular 
maneuvers to the Canal Zone, Territory 
of Hawaii and trips to Mare Island for 
the annual overhaul. As we go from one 
file to another, we find a muster roll 
submitted from Leon, Nicaragua, for the 
month of July, 1928. The remarks show 
the Marines disembarked from the U. S. 
S. “Procyon” and embarked aboard the 
U. S. S. “Medusa,” 2 July, 1928, sailed 
from San Pedro the 5th, arrived and 
disembarked at Corinto, Nicaragua, the 
14th, entrained for Leon, Nicaragua, the 
same date. We follow the activities of 
this detachment on patrols to El Sauce, 
Las Zapatas and Tolapa until January 
1929. On the 24th the detachment en- 
trained for Corinto, embarked the same 
day aboard the U. S. S. “Medusa,” sailed 
the 25th for Balboa, C. Z., where they 
arrived the 28th and embarked aboard 
the U. S. S. “Procyon” the 29th. Again 
the records show trips during the Fleet 
maneuvers until January, 1931, when the 
Commander Base Force changed his flag 
to the U. S. S. “Argonne.” On the 16th 
of January, 1931, this detachment was 
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Reading from left to right—First row: Jay Adams, John W. Bearce, George S. Atcheson, Ist Set. 
Bunah L. Burnham, Ist Lieut. John E. Curry, Set. Charles A. Mussen, Jr., Roy D. Blount, Wilbur K. 


Joubert, Paul L. Kimbrell. 


Second row: Cpl. Robert E. Erwin, Jr.. Karl F. Whittaker, Spencer “L” Stovall, James W. Gahr,. 
James McH. Healy, Mike Tedorovich, Emery P. Brungess, Clarence L. Sutter, Charles M. Brough, 
Harvey E. F. Dahl, Cpl. Aloysius K. Helmin, Cpl. Godfrey E. Walden. 

Third row: Bert E. Edwards, Jr., Frederick D. Holmes, Eugene M. Emge, Thomas A. Platt, Eliot W. 
Cowan (field music), Lloyd C. Kissler, Charles E. Meyers, Lawton C. Lawrence, Jr., James W. Repetosky, 


Edgar M. Joubert, Cpl. Carroll W. Colwell. 


Set. William Casey, Cpls. Edward A. Chapman and Leonard L. Kitsinger, Pfes. Glen R. Hatfield, John 
M. Given, Mike J. Musgrove and J. C. Rogers, Pvts. Philip P. Warwick and Leonard M. Willcut were not 


present when this picture was taken. 


transferred from the U. S. S. “Procyon” 
to the U. S. S. “Argonne” and designated 
as the Marine Detachment, U. S. S. 
“Argonne.” 

As we ran through the old muster roll 
files many were the names that we 
recognized, some still in the service; 
others, we often wonder where. 

The U. S. S. “Argonne” was built by 
the U. S. Shipping Board at Hog Island, 
Philadelphia, for use as an Army Trans- 
port, completed in November, 1920, she 
was turned over to the Navy for use as 
a transport, in November, 1921. She 
is a sister ship of the Naval Transport 
“Chaumont.” Her maiden voyage was 
to Haiti in November, 1921, with a Con- 
gressional Committee to _ investigate 
Haitian affairs. Commissioned a sub- 
marine tender in 1924. Commissioned as 
flagship of Commander Base Force in 
January, 1931. Named after Argonne 
Forest, where Marines distinguished 
themselves during the World War. 

Overall length, 448 ft.; draft, 29% ft.; 
breadth, 58 ft.; tonnage, 14,230 tons; 
speed, 15 knots (17 m. p. h.); horse- 
power, 6,000; fuel capacity, 462,563 gals.; 
6 boilers; water capacity, 107,073; one 
propeller; ten power boats; complement, 
33 officers, 550 enlisted men. 

Our duties are primarily that of order- 
lies. However, we furnish brig sentries 
and while underway, life-buoy sentries. 
As stated in other articles we spend 
most of our time drifting around a buoy. 
During December, 1931, we made one 
trip to sea, leaving San Pedro the 3rd 
and arriving at San Diego the same day. 
On the 4th, part of the Separate Bat- 
talion embarked and we stood out to sea, 
headed for San Clemente Island where 
the Separate Battalion made a landing. 
They returned some time during the 
forenoon and we proceeded back to San 
Diego, arriving there about 4 o’clock in 
the afternoon, disembarked the Marines 
and proceeded back to San Pedro where 
we arrived the morning of the 5th. Many 


familiar faces were seen in the Bat- 
talion. Whether they had a good time 
we are unable to say, however, we do 
know that they brought part of the 
Pacific back with them. 

During the coming year we shall see a 
little sea service, leaving San Pedro the 
6th of January for San Diego where we 
will embark part of the Separate Bat- 
talion for a repetition of the maneuvers 
in December to San Cemente Island, re- 
turning to San Pedro the 9th. Rumors 
are that we will get underway for Mare 
Island the 9th. While there, we will 
take on stores, new motors will be in- 
stalled in the motor boats, talkies will 
be installed and we will go into drydock 
from the 18th to 21st. The last few 
days of our stay there will be a messy 
one as the bottom of the “Argonne” is 
to be scraped. Sailing from Mare Is- 
land about the 22nd for San Pedro. 
Leaving the lst of February for Hono- 
lulu returning to San Pedro some time 
in March, leaving again in April for 
the San Francisco area, back to Pedro 
in May. Perhaps we shall make our 
annual trip to Mare Island for overhaul 
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before the Olympic Games, if not, we 
are sure to make it after the games. 
Then the same old story, “watching the 
tide come in and go out as we make 
miles around our buoy.” 

Probably before this article goes to 
press, Sergeant Charles A. Mussen, Jr., 
and Corporal Edward A. Chapman will 
be on their way to Mare Island for duty. 
Mussen and Chapman are being trans- 
ferred due to physical ailments. Though 
able to perform routine duties it is quite 
a torture for them when we make our 
weekly practice marches. Their reliefs, 
Sergeant David B. Tassler and Corporal 
John Brudna, reported on board the 13th 
of December. These men should be well 
known in the Marine Corps as they are 
both old-timers. Sergeant Tassler en- 
listed in 1917 and has continuous service 
since then. He holds two legs on dis- 
tinguished marksman having made the 
last one this year while firing in the 
Western Division Rifle Competition at 
San Diego, 24-25 March, 1931, by taking 
tenth place with a score of 535 out of 
600 for which he was awarded a bronze 
medal. Corporal Brudna first enlisted 
in the Marine Corps in 1910. Some will 
remember him as a first sergeant, others 
as a sergeant. His service has been long 
and varied. Besides a Good-Conduct 
Medal and two bars, Brudna has been 
awarded an Expeditionary Medal for 
service in Santo Domingo from 1916 to 
1918 and service in China in 1913; 1923 
to 1925 and 1929, 1929 to 1930, and Sec- 
ond Nicaraguan Campaign Medal for 
service in Nicaragua during 1927. No 
doubt many of their shipmates will be 
glad to know their whereabouts. 

While on recruiting duty the “Leather- 
neck Banjoist,” First Sergeant Bunah 
L. Burnham, probably did as much if 
not more for Marine Corps Recruiting 
than any other member of that service. 
Many people will remember for years to 
come the snappy programs “Burn-em- 
Up” Burnham put on the air, the point- 
to-point talks he made about the Marine 
Corps. Often he was requested to play 
at charity entertainments, quite often 
stealing the show with his banjo playing. 
His talks on the Marine Corps no doubt 
started many young men on their mili- 
tary careers, and we feel safe in saying 
that First Sergeant Burnham is one of 
the few who have recruited by the air. 

The “Argonne” did its share toward 
aiding the families who are gradually 
starving due to the fact that the head of 
the family is unable to get employment. 
Five families visited so far were found 
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From left to right: Ist Set. “Eddie” Gorman, R. 


F. Neal, W. D. Mears, J. J. Harnicker, M. L. Page, 


T. B. Horton, C. L. Wilkinson, E. C. Kalvin, J. F. Nemith, W. J. Melton, D. H. Ehresman, B. J. Earles, 
©. A. Steiner, J. A. Grimaldi, J. J. Pifel. 


needy of something to eat. First Ser- 
geant Burnham as a member of the com- 
mittee picked two men from this detach- 
ment to play Santa Claus. Lieutenant 
Commander W. E. Lund, (SC), U. S. 
Navy (chairman of the committee) with 
Lieutenant W. J. Poland, U. S. Navy, 
First Sergeant Burnham and his two 
helpers, Pfc. Clarence L. Sutter and Pvt. 
Charles E. Meyers, visited these families 
on Friday, December 11th, leaving at 
each residence approximately $30.00 
worth of groceries and $10.00 in cash. 
This money was furnished by the “Ar- 
gonne” Ship’s Service. Where the fam- 
ily had small children, arrangements 
were made for the delivery of two quarts 
of milk each morning for a period of 
two months. 

We sincerely hope the Marines in far 
off lands, those stationed at home and 
those riding the waves of the briny deep 
had a Merry Christmas and the year 
1932 brings happiness throughout. 


SOMETHING TO SHOOT AT 
By Fred Elliott 

After intensive training, both in battle 
practice and in chipping paint, the Ma- 
rine Detachment of the U. S. S. “‘Colo- 
rado,” under the command of Captain 
Ray A. Robinson, and Second Lieutenant 
Karl K. Louther, emerged with an all- 
time Short Range Battle Practice Navy 
record for five-inch 51l-calibre broadside 
batteries. 

Of a total of four guns firing, the 
Marines made two “E‘s” and two guns 
qualified for second money. In other 
words, 100 per cent prize money for the 
Marine Battery. Guns Number Seven 
and Nine made the “E’s” and Numbers 
Eight and Ten qualified for second 
place. The personnel of the record 
breaking battery is as follows: Number 
Nine, Sergeant Merrick, gun captain; 
Palona, Terrill, Peterson, Sturdivant, 
Bradfield, Buchta, Rolen, Rogers, Peltier, 
Bosquet, Osland, and Hanna; Number 
Seven, Sergeant Scott, gun captain; 
West, Olmsted, Bates, King, Snell, Sul- 
livan, Stain, Nelson, Lucas, Woods, Beck, 
and Wimmer. 

The second place guns include: Num- 
ber Eight, Sergeant St. John, gun cap- 
tain; Johnson, McGee, Smith, Davis, 
Derouin, Caddy, O’Dare, Chastein, Bens- 
ley, Straka, Graham and Theis. Num- 
ber Ten, Corporal Eck, gun captain; 
Paquette, Lawter, Vale, Hendrickson, 
Winquist, Disnay, Smith, Krummel, 


Pratt, Shelton, Gunnsolly, and Martin. 
Those in the main tops who helped in 
making this new record are: Hereford, 
Brunson, Gunderson, Napier, Williams, 
Harris, Patterson, Brune, Smith, Koller, 
Oderman, Elliott, and Trueblood. 

An interesting bit of information is 
that four men qualified as gun captains 
first class; twelve men as gun pointers, 
first class; four men as gun pointers, 
second class, and twenty-six of the de- 
tachment are sporting “E’s.” 

Inasmuch as this was the first time 
that the majority of the men had fired, 
great credit is due the battery from all 
quarters. 

In addition to their brilliant gunnery 
work, the Marines aboard the “Colorado” 
are maintaining a fast pace in athletics. 
Two men, Pfcs. Plona and West are 
members of the ship’s football team. 
During the past year the detachment 
won the interdivisional baseball and 
basketball titles and are busily prepar- 
ing to defend their laurels. 

Among the old timers who have come 
back to the ship lately are Sergeant 
Coffin, Corporal Peterson and Pfc. Smith, 
who have been buddies for a number of 
years and are once more together again. 
Sergeant Merrick and Pfc. Edward re- 
cently extended their tour of duty on the 
“Colorado” for another period. 
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THE IDES OF THE FLEET 


The Marine Detachment of the U. S. 
S. “Idaho” is commanded by First Lieu- 
tenant A. V. Gerard, of Shanghai rugby 
and basketball fame. He still is full 
of his old athletic pep and loops them 
into the baskets as in days of yore. 
However, we are afraid that we will 
lose him in June because of his rugby 
inclinations. In addition to his athletic 
abilities, his marksmanship is_ well 
above average. Since he took command 
of the “Ida”, harmony has reigned and 
splendid cooperation is noted in the de- 
tachment. 

First Sergeant Jeremiah Twohig at- 
tends to the furlough requests, the lib- 
erty cards, and the pay receipts, and 
we are never late in the pay line. Ser- 
geant Leonard Atkins has been police 
sergeant on and off for a long time. His 
weak spot is the Twelfth Regiment and 
Tientsin. In fact he says that some 
day he will write a history of that 
famous organization. We also have with 
us, that famous veteran of many an en- 
gagement with a naval paint pot and 
brush, Sergeant Joseph Kolasinski. 

Included in the lineup of corporals 
may be found Will Hutchins, Web Kohl- 
hase, Andy Rugloski, and Ray Harbrecht 
who all agree that the “12 to 4’s” are the 
easiest watches. Speaking of Privates 
First Class also means “finale hops” for 
their principal ambition seems to be to 
keep the “bell bottoms” and “civies” hid 
away during the inspections. Quite a 
few of them drop around the sick bay 
in the morning and may be heard say- 
ing, “Doc, I think my arches are getting 
weak.” The “Doc” nods and replies in 
the affirmative, knowing very well that 
it is a physical impossibility for a Pfe. 
to do any thinking. 

Then comes Trumpeter Clark, the only 
one of his kind in the service. Last re- 
ports indicate that he has the largest 
family in Wenatchee, Washington; two 
sets of twins, triplets, four singles and 
a police dog. Among the privates, more 
commonly known as the battlers, are 
Bryant and Thompson, who always seem 
to have advance dope on working parties 
and may be found marching in single 
file toward the sick bay just prior to 
assembly. We have many promising lads 
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recently joined from the Sea School with 
almost thirty years to do. Some of them 
evidently will get paid off as Sergeant 
Majors, judging from the way they have 
already begun striking for that rank. 
Prominent among the battlers are the 


Tilley brothers from Carolina; Smith 
brothers from Savannah; Siemianowski 
from Chicago; Riccitelli from Ohio; 


Martin from St. Louis; Edmondson from 
Tulsa; Aultman from Los Angeles (who 
always talks about the Southern Cali- 
fornia football team, but doesn’t know 
that San Francisco is also in California) ; 
Perlick and Haas from Pittsburgh; and 
Saunders from Virginia (the only native 
son on board). There are others who 
may not wish their names to appear in 
print as we had difficulty at first getting 
? them trained to put the right shoe on the 
appropriate foot, and seem as yet a bit 
bashful, but by 1935 they should have 
overcome their stage fright. 

The U. S. S. “Idaho” was commis- 
sioned in Philadelphia in the spring of 
1919 with Captain Sullivan in command 
of the Marine Detachment. Following 
him came Captains Drew, Stitz, Colomy, 
Reynolds, and Jones, all of whom en- 
deared themselves to the Marines by 
their manly qualities. The crew is now 
quartered on the Barracks Ship, “Dene- 
bola”, while the “Ida” is being over- 
hauled and modernized at the Norfolk 
Navy Yard. We expect to be a unit of 
the Battle Fleet again in 1934 with home 
stations at San Pedro, Seattle, San Fran- 
cisco, and other ports of call for the 
many adventurers. Until that time we 
will read the news and “The Leather- 

neck” here in Norfolk. 


> ROLL ON MISSISSIPPI 
By J. R. Lawrence 
| To begin with a short history of the 
| “Mississippi,” the present ship is the 
third of her line. The first “Mississippi” 
was built in 1841 and was last seen in 
action in 1864. She was small and in- 
significant, to judge by the standards 
today, but we cannot forget that she was 
used as flagship by Admiral Perry on 
his epochal trip which finally resulted 
in Japan’s “throwing open its doors” to 
the rest of the civilized world. 
After passing the ‘age of “wooden 
ships and iron men” the second ship to 
bear the name of “Mississippi” was built 


Seventeen 
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in 1905, a steel battleship of a more pre- 
tentious and formidable character. She 
had an uneventful career in the Navy 
and was finally sold to Greece in 1912. 

The third of her line and the present 
“Mississippi” is a superdreadnaught. Her 
keel was laid April 5, 1915, in the yard 
of the Newport News Shipbuilding and 
Dry Dock Company, at Newport News, 
Virginia. She cost eighteen millions of 
dollars and more than a year and one 
half was spent in fitting her for the 
sea. On January 25, 1917, she was 
launched and finally on the 18th of 
December was commissioned. She served 
at first as a unit of the Atlantic Fleet; 
but since the organization of the Battle 
Fleet, she has been a member of Battle- 
ship Division Four with her sister ships, 
the “New Mexico” and the “Idaho”. 

In all the major events of her career, 
the Marine Detachment has played a 
leading role. She is known not only by 
herself, but also by the past records in 
gunnery, athletics, and engineering, the 
three factors that go to make an excel- 
lent ship. Marines in all three of these 
factors, have given excellent accounts of 
themselves, winning numerous gunnery 
and athletic honors throughout the en- 
tire fleet. 

Upon returning from Honolulu in 1928, 
the detachment was sent to Nicaragua to 
aid in subduing Sandino and his band of 
followers. After seven months of ex- 
cellent work in patroling the jungles of 
Nicaragua and performing numerous 
other notable deeds, the detachment re- 


joined the “Missy” in Panama, to take 
up their regular routine duties again. 
The old “home ship” has traveled quite 
a bit since that time, visiting many inter- 
esting ports in Canada, Panama, Cuba, 
and the West Indies. The most interest- 
ing port of call in our various cruises 
was Barbados, British West Indies. 

In 1921 the “Mississippi” won the 
Iron Man Trophy, the highest award of 
the Navy for excellence in athletics, and 
retained it for the next four years. The 
“Missy” won again last year only to 
lose it again this year by our failure to 
compete, due to the fact that we are 
undergoing modernization. In all these 
athletics, the Marines have participated 
in some manner. The whaleboat crew 
has always distinguished itself in the 
past and always finished well up with 
the leaders. Strong competition is ex- 
perienced yearly in the Battle Fleet and 
All Navy Whaleboat finals, and the Ma- 
rines’ time in the race is far shorter than 
the Navy’s due to much stronger compe- 
tition. The various teams of the “Missy” 
include football, boxing, raceboat, bas- 
ketball, baseball, and wrestling and Ma- 
rines have always been leading stars on 
each team in the past. One of the fore- 
most stars in basketball is Corporal 
Woods, who is considered the leading 
guard in the Fleet. There are many 
more Marines from the “Missy” who 
have distinguished themselves in some 
manner of sport and whose names appear 
on the coveted trophies. 

In gunnery, the Marine Detachment 
mans the after secondary battery. Four 
five-inch guns, two control towers, and 
the after defense station find the Ma- 
rines with the “situation well in hand.” 
We have always made a fine record in 
the turret and rarely a year passes that 
two or more guns do not have the “E” 
painted on them. The detachment also 
has the record for being the fastest load- 
ing crew on board which is quite an 
honor. 

Marines have come and gone on the 
“Missy” as the years roll on, but each 
and every detachment has striven to up- 
hold and increase the prestige of the 
Corps. At the present time our detach- 
ment consists of forty men, commanded 
by Lieutenant Randolph McC. Pate, as 
fine a skipper as ever trod the quarter- 
deck. First Sergeant Evard J. Snell 
is his able assistant. Sergeant Andy 
Bertko acts as Police Sergeant. Our 
other three striper, Sergeant McClintock, 
has just extended his sea duty. Our 
corporals include Lawrence, company 


| 

: 

‘ MARINE DETACHMENT, U. S. S. “MISSISSIPPI” pee 


U. 8. “NORTHAMPTON” 


clerk; McAlister, O'Neil, and Woods of 
basketball fame. 

The following are some of the notables 
from our detachment together with their 
famous sayings and names: 

Carpenter—“Now I says to the Cap- 
tain—.’ 

Deer—The photographer hound. 

Hargan—tThe Sheik of the outfit. 

Langevin—The cook with an overhang 
like turret No. 2. 

Litschauer—The boy with the snozzle. 

McDonough—The Boston kid from 
Nicaragua. 

Odermatt—“Now when I was in 
Shanghai—.” 

Seale—“Did those girls in Texas fall 
for me—.” 

Brown—"“When I was a cowboy- 

Frederick—“Did I ever tell you about 
the time—.” 

Upchurch—the “cawhn” fed boy from 
North Carolina. 

Andrews—“Boy, am I snowed un- 
der 

Turner—“Who left these irons on?” 

Urban—“How’s for the makings, 
pal?” 

Jozwicki—“Where’s the Chaplain’s of- 
fice at?” 

Wolcott—"“California, here I come.” 

Most of the old timers from the West 
Coast have been transferred from the 
“Missy” and the unit now has an even 
division of one half from the East, while 
the other half yearns for a sight of the 
familiar lighthouse on the breakwater at 
San Pedro. The ship is commanded by 
Captain H. L. Brinser, U. S. N., of whom, 
we as well as the ship’s crew, are very 
proud, as he is a man that will fight for 
his men through thick and thin and will 
stick to them to the end. It is with 
great pleasure that we hear that he has 
been promoted to Rear Admiral, al- 
though we regret that we must lose him 
in the near future in view of that fact. 


LOUISVILLE PERSONALITIES 

The Marine Detachment of the U. S. 
S. “Louisville” was organized early in 
January, 1931, at San Diego, and pro- 
ceeded by rail to Bremerton where it 
participated in the commissioning of the 
ship on January 15th. 


The Guard at that time was com- 
manded by Lieutenant Deese, with First 
Sergeant Philip Luffe as assistant. The 
rest of the men were Sergeant James 
E. Garris, Sergeant Lincoln Smith; Cor- 
porals John Crecion,. Frank L. Frost, 
Harry McClain, William R. Simmons; 
Privates First Class Leonard V. Osborne, 
Edward F. Rowe, Edwin J. Shotsbarger, 
Rufus H. Stevens, Adolph P. Wingo; 
Trumpeter Clark A. Paulsen; Privates 
Harry C. Callen, Paul Carter, Ralph B. 
Churchill, James A. Cooksey, Norwood 
H. Criminger, Laurel B. Duncan, Homer 
W. Fisher, Charles U. Gree, James H. 
Hartshorn, Jr., Frederick W. Huppert, 
Jr.. Frank Lucas, Kermit V. Miller, 
Richard L. Mitchell, Roy T. Pearson, 
William S. Rhodes, Mark H. Roberts, 
Mandel K. Robertson, Charles H. Reubel, 
Vance A. Smaw, Austin B. Speed, Ralph 
E. Stolze, Edgar E. Swayne, Nicholas 
E. Thiellen, Willie E. Wilson, Harry A. 
Young, John D. Young. Shortly after 
the commissioning Gunnery Sergeant 
Johnson B. Beauregard joined from the 
“Lexington.” 

To date the following changes have 
taken place: Sergeant Garris to Parris 
Island; Corporal Crecion promoted to 
Sergeant, Corporal Frost to Philadel- 
phia, Corporal McClain to San Diego, 
Corporal Simmons to Mare Island; Pfc. 
Wingo to Philadelphia, Pfc. Rowe pro- 
moted to Corporal, Pfc. Stevens to San 
Diego; Tpr. Paulsen discharged; Private 
Carter promoted to Pfc., Pfc. Cooksey 
deserted; Privates Duncan to Pfc., Green 
to Corporal, Hartshorn to Pfe., Hup- 
pert to Pfc., Miller to New York, Par- 
sons to Pfc., Rhodes to Pfc., Roberts 
to Pfc., Robertson to Pfc., and then to 
New York, Reubel to Pfc., Smaw to San 
Diego, Speed to Philadelphia, Thiellen 
and Wilson to Pfes. The following men 
have joined: Sergeant Edward R. Bell; 
Corporal Fred W. Stevens; Drummers 
Otis S. Childress and Ignatz F. Clemens; 
Privates Darrall M. Abel, John F. Blot- 
ter, Edgar E. DeWitt, Douglas W. Drig- 
gers, Paul J. Horning, Victor P. Jacoby, 
Daniel C. Jones, Victor E. Marsico, 
Preston H. McCanlies, Joseph A. Segna, 
Coleman L. Walker. 

During our first year we spent about 
three and one-half or four months in the 
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Navy Yard, Bremerton, and the Navy 
Yard, New York; and the rest of the 
time cruising. On our shakedown we 
visited San Francisco, Honolulu, Lahina 
Roads, King Neptune, and San Diego. 
The climax of the cruise was reached 
when the Paymaster and the Top Ser- 
geant gave the royal Baby a bath. Dur- 
ing our trial runs we rescued the pas- 
sengers and crew from the wreck of 
the “Harvard” near Point Honda. She 
had been wrecked at about 2:30 a. m., 
and we arrived on the scene from a hun- 
dred miles away at 7:00 a. m. It fell to 
the lot of the Marines to guard the bag- 
gage of the passengers and it was some 
job to keep the men away from their 
liquor and the women away from their 
clothes. 

At Short Range Battle Practice we 
made 100 per cent hits, qualifying one 
gun for an “E” and the other as special 
second class. We are looking forward 
to the spring cruise to the West Coast 
and hope that the powers that be will 
see fit to allow us to stay there for the 
Olympic Games. 


MEDITERRANEAN CRUISE 


The Marine Detachment, U. S. S. 
“Northampton,” was formed at the Sea 
School, Marine Barracks, Norfolk Navy 
Yard, Portsmouth, Va., on the fifth of 
May, 1930. We departed from Boston on 
the thirteenth; arrived two days later, 
reporting on board the same day and 
taking over the guard duty at once. 

On the seventeenth of May we partici- 
pated in the dedication of the ship. 

In our spare moments during Bos- 
ton’s Tercentenary Centennial we found 
time to parade fifteen miles a day for 
ten days. How we envied the lucky 
devil dogs in China or some other equally 
remote place. 

The “Northampton” sailed from New- 
port, R. I., for her shakedown cruise the 
twelfth of July, 1930. This was, for 
most of the Marines, their introduction 
to King Neptune’s mighty realm; and 
what a rousing reception Davy Jones’ 
pard gave these as yet unsalted sea 
soldiers! We were greeted with heavy 
weather, bringing heaving decks, giddy 
stomachs, whirling heads, and the tra- 
ditional greasy pork chops. 

The first place visited was Lisbon, 
Portugal. In this port we remained from 
July 21, to July 25, enjoying the excel- 
lent vino and the ravishing senoritas. 
Some men, I think, even visited the 
many historical museums. 

Our first port was Cadiz, Spain. We 
probably would have had a much better 
time if it had not been so hot. Due 
to the extreme humidity we were all 


glad to leave on the first of August for 


open sea and fresh air. 

From Cadiz we steamed into the Medi- 
terranean. Private Iverson, whose first 
sight of the “Pillars of Hercules,” loom- 
ing up off the starboard bow, almost 
ruined his eyes looking for the life in- 
surance sign which he thought he should 
see. After we had anchored, we told 
Iverson that the sign was painted on 
top of the rock and he started to climb 
to the summit but he returned without 
accomplishing his design. He said that 
the Red Hats (M. P.’s) would not let 
him up alone. Sergeant Gilbert sheds 
new light upon this story. He states 
that it was not the M. P.’s, but the mon- 
keys who stopped Iverson because they 
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did not know him after his long absence. 
They were afraid that he might want 
to stay; and monkeys, like humans, are 
shy of relatives. No! This story is not 
by Ripley but by Sergeant Gilbert. So 
take it with not one but several grains 
of salt. When in Gibraltar, between 
drinks with the British Marines and 
sailors, we had our first chance to do 
some souvenir shopping. Three Marines 
did succeed in reaching the top of the 
rock—or mountain, as it looks from the 
bottom. 

Villefranche, France, the land of 
Madamoiselles, perfume, champaign and 
American tourists was introduced to the 
crew of the “Northampton” on the eighth 
of August. To say that the Marines 
took the French Riviera by storm is put- 
ting it mildly. We divided our liberties 
between Nice and Monte Carlo until the 
fifteenth of August when we reluctantly 
put to sea. 

Passing through the straits of 
Messina, we had a wonderful view of Mt. 
Etna. We were towed up the Grand 
Canal in Venice on the eighteenth of 
August. As the glories of the Venetian 
scenery unfolded before the eyes of our 
wonder crew, many a salty mouth gaped 
open, showing weather-beaten tonsils. 
One ancient tar, whose mouth was 
opened in the fashion of a giant bull 
frog, stretched his neck too far over the 
side and lost his false teeth in the canal. 
Here the lifebuoy sentry started over 
the side when Sergeant Moore’s chew 
of tobacco fell into the water. It made 
an awful splash. So one cannot blame 
the sentry for his action. 

There is much that can be said about 
Venice. No three people did the same 
thing except eat spaghetti and visit the 
glass factories. Corporal Lewis made 
quite a hit when he told them his father 
was a glass blower but he ruined his 
popularity when he mentioned feeding 
the hogs and cows when he went home. 

To the sorrow of the crew we managed 
to find our way out of Venice with the 
aid of what appeared to be the whole 
Latin Navy. It is still a wonder how 
the ship remained seaworthy with the 
load of souvenirs everyone brought 
aboard. 

Our last Mediterranean port of call 
was Bizerta, Tunisea, Africa, which was 
visited to give some of the Prodigal 
Sons a chance to look up their ancestors. 
All went ashore you may be sure. Most 
of the Marines found some indescribable 
fascination about the town that made 
them hate to leave. What it was is im- 
possible to say. The five days were 
spent wandering around the ruins of 
Carthage or the streets of Tunis. As 
we strolled through the farming district 
the native Arabs at their work reminded 
us of some ancient legend or modern 
moving picture, as they used the methods 
to harvest their grain and to irrigate 
their vineyards that we used in Moham- 
med’s day. 

We think Private Cook, our so-called 
cook, hated to leave worse than anyone 
else because he said that he never had 
a chance to meet socially the proprietor 
of a harem. 

On the twelfth of September we drop- 
ped anchor at Thompkinsville, New 
York, and said good morning to the cus- 
tom inspectors. After a few hours we 
moved up to the Navy Yard to get a 
little rest and to give Sands Street a 
treat. 
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After some rocky times over under 
and around the Southern Drill grounds 
we managed to fire our first Short Range 
Battle Practice on the eighteenth of 
November, qualifying four first class 
gun pointers and four second class, with 
two gun captains both guns just missing 
an “E” by a fraction of a point. 

On the first of December we departed 
for New York, arrived there on the sec- 
ond and departed the same date after 
picking up a mission for Venezuela. 

We arrived at La Guira, Venezuela, 
on the eighth of December. On the ninth 
the temporary ambassador, his official 
family, the Captain of the ship, his staff 
and thirty Marines departed for Car- 
racas to participate in the unveiling of a 
statue of Henry Clay. After eating a 
dinner at the expense of some one that 
did not believe in prohibition the Ma- 
rines had to return that evening. We 
personally think that the Marine Corps 
would stop recruiting permanently if 
they had more mess sergeants like the 
chef that was responsible for that meal. 
Yes! we tried to get him to enlist but 
he said that he was too good looking 
to be a Marine. 

While there, we were so cordially re- 
ceived and treated so royally that many 
became lost trying to find their way 
back to the ship on the last day of lib- 
erty and the most confirmed of salts 
that left places like France and New 
York without a murmur wept tears of 
sorrow and regret. Even though we 
were headed for New York and then to 
Boston for our belated Christmas holi- 
days, they couldn’t be blamed for pre- 
ferring South America and summer to 
Boston and winter. 

We arrived at Guatanamo Bay, Cuba, 
on the twenty-fourth of January, and 
passed the time very nicely until the 
fourth of February going swimming, 
pulling the whalebost, playing baseball 
and coaching the blue jackets who were 
firing the rifle range. 

On the fourth of February we sailed 
for Panama and traversed the big ditch 
on the seventh of February giving the 
crew a real treat. Private Thomas, the 
galloping mess cook, was so amazed that 
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he forgot to set up dinner for just a 
little while—not long though. 

The time from the eighth of February 
until the twenty-third of March was 
spent maneuvering in the middle of the 
Pacific Ocean and going on liberty in 
Panama City. 

The canal was transited again on the 
twenty-fourth of March. Anchor was 
dropped in Guantanamo on the thirtieth 
day of March. At this time the Marine 
Detachment found time to fire the rifle 
range and qualify one hundred per cent. 

Several) Marines were beguiled into 
going on liberty while we were in 
Gonaives, Haiti, once or twice between 
the twenty-fifth of April and the first of 
May while the ship was firing long range 
spotting practice, but not often as the 
only attraction was some almost cold 
beer and fruit. 

We arrived at the Norfolk Navy Yard 
on the seventh of May and went in dry- 
dock at once for alterations and re- 
pairs; remaining there until we were 
ready to go out and fire short range 
battle practice the second time on the 
eighteenth of November making an “E” 
on one of the two guns manned by the 
Marines. 

On the twenty-second of November, 
1931, we again said good morning to 
the Statue of Liberty and breezed up 
the river to the Navy Yard to take leave 
and to prepare for the winter maneuvers. 


THE ROCKY’S MARINES 


Hold everything! You are now hear- 
ing from the largest and most efficient 
Marine Detachment afloat, according to 
our idea. 

The Marine Detachment of the U. S. S. 
“Rochester” consists of one hundred and 
two enlisted men and two officers. Cap- 
tain Bernard Dubel is our Commanding 
Officer and Second Lieutenant Robert B. 
Luckey is the junior officer. Both are 
from the State of Maryland. 

Central America is the “beat” of the 
“Rocky,” and for years this detachment 
has seen the palm lined beaches of every 
“Spic” port in these parts. From Santa 
Cruz to Colon and back again, this fa- 
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mous old ship steams, leaving a splendid 
record of good will and missions well 
accomplished in her wake. Revolutions 
or earthquakes are all in the day’s work, 
and many a time has the ship’s radio 
snapped out a message to Washington 
that the “Marines have landed and have 
the situation well in hand.” We have 
presented arms to gold laced generals 
of the banana countries and high digni- 
taries of the State Department, and 
the call “Full guard on the double” 
comes almost as often as chow bumps. 

The old idea that sea going is a soft 
billet does not hold down here. Drills, 
both ashore and afloat, keep us busy 
manning two running boats; orderlies for 
the Admiral and Captains; ship’s serv- 
ice; serving the starboard five-inch bat- 
tery and keeping the gun deck policed; 
all these are a sample of some of our 
duties. But there is always a cold one 
waiting at Brady’s just across the line 
which helps a lot. 

Sports generally hold the spotlight 
and the baseball team from the ship is 
almost all Marines (I think they have a 
blue-jacket for batboy). Basketball, 
volleyball, handball, and water polo are 
also on the list and are favorite games 
throughout the year. 

The old routine range work was ac- 
complished this fall and the detachment 
succeeded in knocking the bull’s eye out 
of some of the Army’s targets at Fort 
Clayton. Due to the presence of some 
of the old Nicaraguan dead-eyes, twenty- 
three experts and twenty sharpshooters 
were rung up, which would look bad for 
a bunch of revolutionists if this outfit 
were tangled with them. 

There is much _ speculation in the 
Guard as to how some of its members 
will stand the additional competition for 
the hands of the fairer sex in February 
when the Scouting Fleet arrives. The 
home boys had better get in some fast 
work as these cruiser Marines are re- 
ported to be “hot stuff.” But the 
“Rocky’s’” Guard is notoriously “one for 
all and all for one” so we imagine they 
can weather the storm. 

This little article is probably the swan 
song of the Marine Detachment of the 
U. S. S. “Rochester” as she will be drop- 
ped from the rolls of the Navy this 
spring. So as a final word to the gener- 
ations of Marines who have served with 
distinction on this gallant old vessel, 
let us say that we have carried on the 
best traditions of the Corps; and when 
the old “Rocky” is lying forgotten in 
some back channel, the ghosts that stalk 
her quarterdeck will always recall the 
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good old days when tall, smart Marines 
lined up at attention and the Skipper 
reported, ““Marine Division present at 
quarters.” 


LADY LEX REPORTING IN 
By Geo. A. Rennacker 

We really intended to put this off for 
a few more months, but as we listened to 
the radio shatter the air with sundry 
noises that some folks call music, it sud- 
denly occurred to us that we would soon 
be in Hawaiian waters, and that it 
would probably cost us a few more cents 
to clutter up our excellent magazine 
with the “whys” and “wherefores” of 
our existence. 

For the correct beginning, we will start 
with the present personnel. Don’t worry, 
we won't go all through it; in the first 
place it’s too long and in the second 
place, we can’t spell all the names. They 
ought to have call letters. 

The commanding officer is Captain J. 
L. Perkins, an enthusiastic supporter of 
our athletics. He is ably assisted by 
Second Lieutenant W. R. Williams, a 
100 per cent Marine and man. First 
Sergeant M. C. Richardson and Gunnery 
Sergeant G. F. Cole hold down the tra- 
ditional posts of “Top” and “Gunny”. 
The balance of our non-coms are all fine 
men, well liked and respected by the de- 
tachment. However, it would be a real 
crime not to mention our silver-tongued 
Police Sergeant W. F. Sperling, who 
awakens us every morning with his 
melodious voice. That is, after every 
other means at the disposal of the music 
has been tried. He doesn’t wear glasses, 
but seems to have a very effective ten 
power lens for eyes, because he can spot 
a speck of dust or dirt fifty feet away, 
and it seems as though even steel is 
transparent to his penetrating gaze. 

Recent additions to our family are 
Sergeant E. A. Riggles, who came from 
Mare Island; and Private C. J. Robert- 
son, who left the “Pennsylvania” to join 
our floating tin hangar. The past five 
months, with the exception of two weeks 
at Bremerton, have been spent in cruis- 
ing between San Diego and San Pedro, 
conducting the usual exercises. This 
included a most successful long range 
battle practice in which the Marine gun- 
ners acquitted themselves nobly. To our 
infinite sorrow, a split second prevented 
us from acquiring more than one “E” 
during short range practice. Our shots 
were well-placed in the “black” but some- 
one once said that “time waits for no 
man” and the stop watches of the officers 
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in the fire control room certainly bear 
out that statement. Next time we are 
going to get our full quota of ‘Es”. 

Our detachment has done well in the 
realm of athletics, and has gathered to 
itself considerable glory and numerous 
bruises, aches, sprains, and the like. 
Private B. B. Haney made his debut 
with the ship’s bonecrusher squad and 
made the semi-finals in his first year in 
the Fleet eliminations. Not bad for a 
novice, eh, what? Pfc. R. F. Gary at 
halfback, Pfe. A. L. Nelson and Private 
M. F. Fails at the guards, were valu- 
able members of the football squad. Gary 
made several long scoring runs against 
our opponents. We had rather a bad sea- 
son, but we hope the worm will turn next 
year. 

At the present time Corporals T. 
Cathey, L. A. Nemetz, and C. L. ttm 
are out on the rifle range shooting for 
a position on the rifle team. We flatter 
ourselves that there is no question of 
their ability to qualify, and only hope 
that the team comes through its matches 
in flying style. 

We have a whaleboat entered in the 
races to be held at San Pedro during 
the regatta on January 30th. Although 
this is the first year we have entered a 
crew, we feel that we have an even 
chance to emerge from the spray and 
splinters victoriously at the end of the 
mile and one-half course. That is, pro- 
viding Pfe. Carey doesn’t get seasick, 
as he is apt to do even on a mill pond. 

Shortly after the regatta we hope to 
depart for Hawaii for the annual cruise, 
maneuvers, etc. While we can’t show 
an over-enthusiasm for the cruise part, 
we hope to have a pleasant visit at the 
island. Our return to the home base is 
scheduled for March 8th, and the follow- 
ing month we expect to be our last on 
the coast of California, as we have to 
leave for the east coast immediately fol- 
lowing our repairs at Bremerton. Per- 
haps we shall be able to telephone our 
next literary atrocity and reverse the 
charges, from a point much nearer the 
source of “The Leatherneck.” 


LEXINGTON MINUTEMEN—1932 
EDITION 


Tune in carefully, all you Gyrenes, 
if you wish to receive our broadcast full 
volume—our wave length is variable 
and you'll find lots of static! 

Here goes! On the village green in 
Lexington, Massachusetts, the first 
armed conflict of the Revolution took 
place, April 19, 1775. Named after this 
historical town have been four American 
men-of-war. 

The first, a converted merchant brig, 
commanded by Captain John Barry, 
fought and captured the Bristol ship 
“Edward” off the Virginia Capes, this 
being the first war vessel captured by an 
American cruiser. The “Lexington” 
took an active part in the Revolutionary 
War until 1777, when she was defeated 
by the “Alert,” in the Bay of Biscay 
after a long fight until her powder sup- 
ply was exhausted. 

The second “Lexington,” a _ sloop-of- 
war, built in the New York Navy Yard 
in 1825, served in the Mexican War. 
Later she was converted into a supply 
ship and sailed with Commodore Perry 
to Japan when the door of the Orient 
was opened in 1853. 
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At the outbreak of the Civil War was 
found another “Lexington” flying the 
Stars and Stripes. She was bought at 
Cincinnati, Ohio, by Commander John 
Rogers in 1861. Under Captain Stembel 
she emerged in the first gunboat fight of 
the war. She later made several de- 
structive trips with Foote’s Squadron 
along the Tennessee River. 

The keel of the Aircraft Carrier “Lex- 
ington” was laid on January 7, 1921, at 
the Fore River Ship Yards, at Quincy, 
Massachusetts, and was originally in- 
tended to be one of the six great battle 
cruisers. All but the “Lexington” and 
her sister ship, the “Saratoga,” were 
scrapped in accordance with the Wash- 
ington Arms Conference. After being 
re-designed she was launched on Janu- 
ary 7, 1928. 

First in command was Rear Admiral 
A. W. Marshall, who was relieved by 
Captain Frank J. Berrien on August 22, 
1928. At Hampton Roads, Virginia, on 
June 20, 1930, the day on which the 
“Lexington” left for the west coast, the 
command was taken over by Captain 
Ernest J. King, U. S. Navy, who is in 
command at the present time. 

The giant aircraft carrier “Lexing- 
ton”, despite its great size, its enormous 
crew, the many departments and con- 
sumption of supplies, is, and always was, 
a smart ship and a happy ship. 

The “Lexington” is actually a floating, 
highly mobile air-port, capable of deliver- 
ing an air force at a given striking point, 
with all the facilities for maintaining 
material and personnel in the highest 
state of readiness until the actual mo- 
ment of striking. 

An idea of her size can be gleaned 
from her general diminsions: Length 
overall, 888 feet, beam 106 feet, height 
from keel to flight deck, 75 feet and from 
keel to masthead, 212 feet. The flight 
deck is 45 feet above the water line and 
has an area of two and one-half acres. 
It is covered with a three-inch layer of 
teak-wood. 

“The Lexington” and her sister ship, 
the “Saratoga,” are the fastest ships 
in the world and on June 12, 1928, the 
“Lexington” established an unbroken 
speed record from San Diego to Hono- 
lulu. The time, 72 hours and 36 minutes, 
was made at an average speed of 30.7 
knots. Her best speed is 34.9 knots— 
over 40 miles per hour. 

In addition to being an aircraft car- 
rier and a man-of-war the “Lexington” 
is also a home for nearly 2,000 officers 
and men. All power requirements are 
supplied by electricity, through six 
turbo-generating sets of high rating. 
There are nearly six thousand lighting 
fixtures throughout the ship. The total 
water pumps capacity is over 20,000 gal- 
lons per hour. There are 1,500 water 
and airtight compartments aboard. 
About one hundred planes can be carried 
without overcrowding and as many as 
a hundred and twenty planes have been 
seen at one time on the flight deck. The 
peace time complements is four squad- 
rons of eighteen planes each. The air 
base is at San Diego and the squadrons 
are equipped and manned to do duty at 
any time ashore or afloat. 

The Marine Guard of Uncle Sam’s giant 
aircraft carrier “Lexington” was organ- 
ized on 12 November, 1927, and embarked 
for the first time exactly one month and 
one day later, with a complement of 
two officers and sixty-four men. 
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Since that eventful day when we first 
marched on board, this outfit has been 
kept busy taking care of the Navy’s 
$40,000,000 sea-going airport, and, at the 
same time, seeing our share of the West- 
ern Hemisphere. Sea-going, and no other 
word can describe this detachment. 

Now hear this: The big event of 
“‘Lexington’ vs. Panama Canal,” was 
first officially fought in March, 1928— 
the “Lex” winning by a score of two 
bent blister plates to eight broken elec- 
tric light poles; which, I might state 
for the benefit of the landlubbers, was 
some victory for us. From that day 
on we have been “West Coast” and 
though we’re constantly bombarded by 
all sorts of rumors concerning the “Lex” 
and the East Coast, our home port is 
still San Pedro, California. 

Since our first skirmish with the 
canal we’ve met four other times, on 
our annual cruises down to Panama, but 
aside from a little paint off the sides the 
old “Lex” is still holding on to her 
margin of the eight poles. 


CAPT. J. L. PERKINS AND LT. W. R. WILLIAMS, 
U. 8S. S. “LEXINGTON” 


During the course of our four years 
existence as a detachment aboard this 
vessel we’ve made liberties in Honolulu, 
Panama, Cuba, and the Virgin Islands; 
to say nothing of Bremerton, Seattle, 
Tacoma, San Francisco, Ventura, Los 
Angeles, San Pedro, Long Beach, San 
Diego, Tia Juana (and all points south), 
and also in Norfolk, Virginia, on our 
trip to the East Coast. 

We are not much concerned about our 
home port, San Pedro, except for our 
mail—that’s our official address. Due to 
“the nature of the terrain,” the ship 
anchors about two and a half miles off 
long Beach with San Pedro about seven 
miles off in the distance. Consequently 
about 99.9 per cent of the detachment’s 
“pier-head jumpers” go the way of all 
flesh and make Long Beach and The Pike 
(Hamburger Canyon), their first stop. 

Our athletes hit the beach in San 
Pedro to work out on the Fleet Athletic 
Field and in the gym. The “Lexington” 
Marines have always been more than 
well represented on all the ship’s athletic 
teams. You’ve probably heard of Cor- 
poral Ray Spiker, heavyweight, who had 
things just about his own way while he 
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was sea-going. Last year Pfc. James 
E. Kreiner, with one year’s service in 
the Corps—and less than one year’s ex- 
perience as a mittman—did his stuff and 
copped the Battle Fleet lightweight belt. 
Corporal Frankie Forrester—who I hear 
is now in charge of the shirt mangler 
in the base laundry at Diego—was also 
well known throughout the fleet as a 
classy little scrapper. 

At the present time most of our big 
boys are working out with the football 
and basketball squads and with the ship’s 
race boat crew. 

“Hurricane” Haney is holding forth 
with the rasslers and from all appear- 
ances we have another fleet champ in 
the detachment. 

The ship’s race boat crew won the 
Olympic Cup race this year with two 
boys from the first squad in the boat, 
“Red” Lewis and “Ripper” Harper. 

Oh! Did I forget—the “Lexington” 
Marines fought (and won) the battle of 
Tacoma in ’30. The “Lex” eased along- 
side of the Northern Pacific dock at Ta- 
coma in December, 1930, for a stay of 
one month “to supply the city of Tacoma, 
Washington, with light and power.” 
That’s one of the times we really had 
a chance to show our wares. Our drill 
team performed at the first annual ball 
of the Tacoma Marine Corps League, 
held at the Tacoma Hotel; the entire 
outfit performed for the edification of 
the citizens of Tacoma and the Fox 
Movietone—showing them the proper 
use to be made of our 880x106-foot 
teak-wood parade ground; and our 
Guard of the Day efficiently handled the 
thousands of daily visitors to the ship. 

The duties of the Marines aboard, 
which now number 80, including Captain 
Perkins and Lieutenant Williams, are 
practically the same as those performed 
aboard any man-of-war—with a few 
more thrown in for good measure. Re- 
cently, however, there having been in- 
stalled automatic telephones throughout 
the ship, the Marine telephone orderlies 
have been relieved of this duty. The 
Guard has the unusual distinction of 
being the only Marines afloat that serve 
as flight sentries during flight operations. 

The Marines man four of the twelve 
5-inch 25-caliber anti-aircraft guns. Ser- 
geant Sperling and his crew came 
through with their eight hits in less than 
twenty-eight seconds in Short Range 
this year and may now be distinguished 
by the little white “E” they wear on 
the right sleeve of their blues. 

The destiny of the detachment has al- 
ways been in good hands. Captain J. 
G. Ward was our first skipper, organiz- 
ing the outfit and bringing it on board. 
His relief, Captain B. M. Coffenberg, 
continued the good work during his 
twenty-six months aboard. Our new 
skipper, Captain J. L. Perkins, has been 
with us since June and we are all look- 
ing forward to another pleasant cruise 
under his guidance. 

Three second lieutenants have also 
served with this detachment since it was 
organized. Second Lieutenant F. K. 
Clements, Jr., Second Lieutenant C. R. 
Freeman, and Second Lieutenant W. R. 
Williams, our present second in com- 
mand, now in the midst of his third con- 
secutive year of sea-going. 

First Sergeant Morris C. Richardson 
is still issuing out growls and “sympa- 
thy” slips from the office ably assisted 
by his striker and understudy, Corporal 
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MARINE GUARD ON U. 
Front row, left to right: Cpl. Ellenberger, Pvts. 


Ss. F. “CONSTITUTION” 
Skala and Koval, Commander Gulliver and Lieut. 


Butler, U. 8S. N.; Pvt. Waller, Pfc. Billert and Set. Cvetkovich. 


Rear row: Pvt. Gould, Pfc. Gardner, Pfe. Meredith, Pvt. Leppin, Pic. Timm, Cpl. Hall, Pvt. Williams, 


Pfc. Lamont and Pvt. Schobel. 


Carl V. Privett—who is also learning 
the fine are of “reading them off.” 

Gunnery Sergeant Cole joined us sev- 
eral months ago and seems to be quite 
popular—that is, if the words “gunnery 
sergeant” and “popular” can be used in 
the same sentence. 

Sergeant Dorn E. “Deacon” Arnold is 
still holding forth with all the latest 
skuttlebutt interposed with choice bits 
from his many fabulous experiences. 
Last winter while down south in Panama 
“Deac” took four Marines ashore and 
came back with the Battle Fleet pistol 
championship. No questions asked! 

During the past few months we have 
lost a number of our old standbys. Ser- 
geant C. R. Jackson, who as a corporal 
made the Legation Guard at Peiping 
something worth remembering, left us 
for the QM. School in Philly. Corporal 
Hemm, who captained the championship 
pistol team, left us for a winter in the 
great northwest. Corporals Barclay and 
Kuster have left our ranks to go sight 
seeing (on foot) in Hawaii some time 
this winter with the “Special Infantry 
Battalion” from San Diego. Yea, Land- 
ing Force! Corporal Peterson also gave 
up the lure of adventure and romance for 
a barber chair at the Bremerton Bar- 
racks. Corporal Smith, left not only 
us but is leaving the Corps to help Los 
Angeles keep the Chicago gangsters 
under control. Good luck, Smitty. 

But ours is not all woe; we now num- 
ber among our Guard Corporal Asa Dan- 
iels of Nicaragua fame who for a while 
held down important posts in the 
Guardia Nacional. He is now on the 
alert for shore boats and auto insurance 
agents. Corporal Cathey is another re- 
cent addition to our ranks and is step- 
ping right up on the Long Beach social 
roster and the “Lex” rifle team. Cor- 
poral Lang, with service dating back to 
hob nail shoes and poppy fields, is the 
most distinguished Marine in our lineup. 
He is an expert rifle and pistol shot and 
will add many points to our score in the 
next match for the Fleet Cup. 

We are thankful for the order that 
there will be no more transfers until 


after the Hawaiian maneuvers—now 
we'll all have a chance to get acquainted. 
Pfes. Kyler and Morgan are now sport- 
ing two chevrons. These corporal war- 
rants are entirely for salt water duty— 
however, we have hopes that the depres- 
sion will have lifted before their sea 
duty expires. 

Our outfit now has a few more cohorts, 
among this wilderness of 1,500 gobs, 
since the Marine Aviation Detachment, 
Squadron VS-15M, reported on board. 

Things certainly will hum now and 
you may rest assured that the Marine 
Detachment of the U. S. S. “Lexing- 
ton” has the situation well in hand, col- 
lectively, if not individually. 

The ship’s detachment, which is be- 
coming better known as the “Happy 
Family,” has always taken an active 
part in all activities. Although they are 
a separate unit, the “Lexington” Marines 
enjoy a good reputation and the interest 
they take in the upkeep of the ship is 
one of the chief motives of the Happy 
Family. Altogether the “Lexington” is 
a fine ship; she has a snappy crew which 
is producing high records and winning 
teams and from the Marines who have 
served aboard her you will learn that 
there is not a better ship or Marine 
Guard afloat. 


THE TERRIER’S FIRST BARK 
By Upton 

Well, fellows, here is our first broad- 
cast and we hope it won’t bore you to 
tears. This is the destroyer “Wickes” 
speaking. 

No doubt some of you land-lubbers 
are wondering what Marines are doing 
aboard destroyers. Well, that’s all right 
with us; we do the same thing ourselves 
on the first and fifteenth of each month. 
Thirty of us came aboard on December 
20, 1931, fresh from Sea School. We 
shoved off immediately for Guantanamo 
Bay, where we spent two days, and then 
continued on to Panama. And here we are. 

The detachment is commanded by 
First Lieutenant Hohn, with First Ser- 
geant E. O. Carlson as his right bower. 
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Our non-coms, while few in number, are 
long in ability. With Sergeant Walter 
on top of the list, followed by Corporals 
New, Noonan, and Williams, what de- 
tachment would not be satisfied? As 
much as we would like to add another 
name to the two striper list, it is not to 
be. Corporal Tyson extended two years 
for China and is now aboard the “Sacra- 
mento,” awaiting transfer. We imagine 
that he is pining for the hills of Ala- 
bama. 

Privates Joyce, Earl, and Stephen 
were transferred to the “Asheville” and 
a wee bird told us that the “Wickes” 
was not so bad after all. Well, we have 
yet to see a Marine that will admit he 
is satisfied until it is too late. The chow 
on this ship ranks with the best; turkey 
and chicken is almost a daily affair. 
Private Stamps, the pride of the Pan- 
handle and other ports aft, is having 
quite a time as compartment cleaner. 
He says that he would have to be a 
freak to clean some of the “gadgets” 
and about the only thing he can paint at 
ease is the window sill. Private Perkins, 
better known as “Pelican Perk,’ still 
loves his chow. He is giving “Skinny” 
Walters a great fight for premier honors. 

Trumpeter Blankenship is wondering 
what became of his towel. He has a 
habit of leaving them around, and the 
cleaner has a habit of picking them up. 
Private Siles, our electrician, says that 
it wasn’t like this back on the old farm; 
to which we all add a hearty “amen.” 
Private Meeken, the chick of the outfit, 
is taking lessons on how to become a 
card shark, while Roberts is squeezing 
twenty-one regularly. 

Corporal New, the head hunter of the 
detachment, has found a place to spend 
his idle hours. He is a member of the 
Balboa Gun Club, and threatens to go 
on a bear hunt, or whatever it is they 
hunt, some one of these days. We would 
like to give you the low-down on the 
entire gang but lack of time makes us 
save some for a future date. 

His many shipmates will be sorry 
to learn of the death of Sergeant Joseph 
H. Trompeter on the 16th of January. 
He was hit by a street car on the pre- 
vious day and passed away shortly after. 
The detachment takes this method of 
expressing their sorrow at his death, and 
one and all, rise to take their hats off 
to a “real square shooter.” 


THE CHICAGO RACKET 
By L. L. Martin 


Here we are, the youngest sea-going 
detachment afloat! The Marine Detach- 
ment of the U. S. S. “Chicago” claims the 
San Diego Marine Base as its birthplace, 
because it was there, under the watchful 
guidance of First Lieutenant Robert E. 
Hogaboom, aided by First Sergeant H. 
E. Reynolds and Gunnery Sergeant C. T. 
Ostick, that we learned the rudiments of 
naval tactics. Sergeants Rodecker and 
Mortenson, and Corporals Louden, Fort, 
Stark, and Jenkins were our non-coms. 
The rest of the detachment was com- 
posed of twelve Pfes. and twenty-eight 
privates. 

On February 3, 1931, we entrained 
for the Marine Barracks at Mare Island, 
to await the completion and commission- 
ing of the “Chicago”. During our stay 
at the Barracks, we engaged in drills of 
all descriptions, cleaned our compart- 
ments, and loaded ammunition and 
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stores. Our leisure moments were de- 
voted to baseball and swimming. Finally 
on March 9, 1931, the ship was commis- 
sioned and our sea duty officially began. 
But this is enough of our formative days. 

After the trial runs which were held 
off the Farellone Islands, we started on 
our shakedown cruise with the following 
itinerary through the romantic South 
Sea Islands: Honolulu, Papeete, Pago- 
pago, and then back to Honolulu. This 
cruise started on April 2lst. At Hono- 
lulu we were entertained royally by the 
natives, ail of which put us in trim for 
the ceremonies of King Neptunus Rex 
and his Royal party who accompanied us 
across the line. On May 5th, we crossed 
it, and not a single pollywog missed his 
just dues. Our Marines were represented 
by First Sergeant Reynolds as the Royal 
Judge; Gunnery Sergeant Ostick as 
John Silver; Sergeants Mortenson and 
Hogan as Royal Cops; and Corporal Fort 
and Pfe. Sterling, who officiated in the 
ducking tank with the Royal Beats. 

On May 8th, we entered the harbor of 
Papeete, Tahiti, the first American bat- 
weship to visit this port in seven years; 
and to say that we were heartily wel- 
comed is expressing it very mildly. Our 
four days at this entrancing island were 
given to sight-seeing trips, buying sou- 
venirs, and quenching our thirsts. The 
island being a French possession, nat- 
urally French was the language and 
monetary exchange. We got twenty-five 
francs for one dollar. Each afternoon 
we enjoyed swimming call from four 
thirty to five. 

With many regretful thoughts and 
“Au revoirs” ringing in our ears, we left 
Tahiti and set our course for the Samoan 
{slands. After three stormy days we 
arrived at the port of Pago-Pago. Here 
the “Chicago” was literally swamped by 
native merhcants of all ages and sexes. 
Their out-rigger craft surrounded our 
ship and they converted our decks into 
open marts for their various wares. 
Among the many articles for sale were 
tropical fruits, kava-kava bowls, fans, 
beads, and other examples of excellent 
native handicraft. The “Chicago” was 
honored by an official visit of a number 
of High Chiefs, accompanied by their 
village Siva-siva dancers, who enter- 
tained the entire crew with their un- 
usual dances. 

The Marine Detachment received a 
signal honor, in the form of a farewell 
banquet given by the Fita-Fita Guard 
under the capable leadership of First 
Sergeant L. J. Burrows, U. S. Marines. 
The menu was excellent, consisting of 
roast pig and appropriate side dishes. 
The dinner was followed by speeches and 
songs, and then the native Marines sang 
their special tarewell song for us. 

Upon our return to Honolulu we re- 
newed our pleasant friendship with the 
Pearl Harbor Marines, and enjoyed sev- 
eral afternoons at the famous Waikiki 
Beach, acquiring a real coat of tan and 
buying some more souvenirs. On the 
day as we left for the States, we ren- 
dered honors to their majesties, the 
Prince and Princess of Japan who were 
on their honeymoon trip. 

Just ninety-three and one-half hours 
after leaving Honolulu we sighted the 
Golden Gate, thereby ending a most edu- 
cational cruise, and a very enjoyable 
one. While in California, the “Chicago” 
had the necessary hull and material in- 
spection in drydock. It was here that 
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we learned that we were not to be flag- 
ship of the U. S. Fleet, but were desig- 
nated as flagship of the Cruiser Scout- 
ing Force, stationed on the east coast. 

During this overhaul period, our Ma- 
rines were active participants in all 
phases of athletics. The “Chicago” 
swimming team which won the Rodman 
Cup, carried Pfes. Cross, and Wolga- 
mott, and Trumpeter Matteson on its 
rolls. In a divisional whaleboat elemina- 
tion, the Marines, with Sergeant Hogan 
as coxswain, took first place, thereby 
vinning the right to represent the ship 
against the “Louisville” at Balboa. They 
won this race easily. Also at the Canal 
Zone, the baseball team defeated the 
“Louisville” ball team. In an interdi- 
visional track and field meet at the Val- 
lejo High School Stadium, the Marines 
again demonstrated their superiority. 

In the realm of fisticuffs, the “Chi- 
cago” Marines held a smoker on board 
while on the southern cruise. Private 
Ruth (no kin to the Bambino) dropped 
a close decision to “Chief” Carr, and 
Private Rondema (known as Kid Ron- 
deau of Oregon) won from Sailor Ward 
in the main event. Between bouts a 
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burlesque on South Sea Island dances 
was rendered by Pfcs. Baker, Cross, and 
Ward. This trio played and crooned all 
the favorite Island song hits. Pfe. 
Schmid (familiarly known as “Baldy”) 
did a hulu-hula that would have put a 
native to shame. 

Our only participation in gunnery so 
far was in the short range battle prac- 
tice held on the East Coast. We manned 
two of the anti-aircraft guns. Although 
our time was rather slow, we made 
fifteen hits out of a possible sixteen. 
Corporals Fort and Harris and Pfes. 
Kiefer and Martin of gun three, qualified 
as pointers and trainers first class. The 
ship’s rifle team lost a competition with 
the team of the “Oklahoma,” probably 
due to the lack of practice. Marines on 
this team were Lieutenant Hogaboom, 
Sergeant Mortenson, and Pfcs. Needham 
and Wolgamott. 

Our muster roll has been changed 
many times since our commissioning and 
new faces appear from time to time in 
the Guard. Further mention of these 
men will be made in the future news 
from this ship. Until that time, adios, 
amigos. 


“THE GATOR SHAKE-DOWN” 
By M. L. Page 
Upon returning to the home port for 
leave, liberty, and good times in and 
around New York, we also take this op- 
portunity to turn back the pages of 
time two years and bring to mind some 
of the achievements, pleasant incidents, 
and a few of the “Pensacola’s” happiest 
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hours during her short career; and, if 
possible, to predict some of the future, 
particularly the coming maneuvers of 
1932 on the West Coast. We are looking 
forward to this with the utmost interest 
and our only hope is that California is, in 
reality, all the picture it is painted to be. 

In this time of peace and good will 
between all nations, excepting of course, 
Japan and China, who are having a little 
dispute over something that doesn’t con- 
cern us, about the most interesting and 
happiest cruise of a new ship is the 
shake-down. Usually two thirds of the 
complement are on their first voyage to 
sea, and the thrills that we get then 
leave memories that all the future adven- 
tures and travels cannot erase. So let’s 
begin our little story in the winter of 
1930, when most of us were doubtful 
about the real life of a sea-going Marine. 

Monday, March 3rd, dawned over the 
world and at the first ray of light, all 
hands were preparing the “Pensacola” 
for her trial run; and with anxious eyes 
we cast the first lines to let Uncle Sam’s 
newest cruiser sail over the broad At- 
lantic, and prove in her own way that 
she was worthy of the pride and confi- 
dence we had placed in the best grey- 
hound of the Navy. 

Not only were the trials and tests a 
great success, but also everything we had 
hoped for came through in grand style, 
and we returned to the Navy Yard with 
more knowledge of sea life and a desire 
for a great deal more of it; and “here’s 
how it was.” 

Very few, if any of the Navy’s ships 
go to sea without first visiting Newport, 
R. I., and Hampton Roads, Va., those two 
old sailor towns that have everything in 
the way of traditions and supplies. Al- 
though we were on the first lap of our 
shake-down, and doing independent duty, 
Newport and Hampton Roads were the 
first stops we made before going south- 
ward. We took on torpedoes in Newport 
and fuel oil in Hampton Roads. 

Admiral Hughes, now retired, came 
aboard at our place of fueling and was 
with us until we reached Pensacola, 
Florida, the city for which we are named. 
We arrived there eight days after leaving 
New York and were only too sorry to 
see the Admiral leave after a short time 
aboard. We were in hopes that he would 
accompany us for the rest of the trip, but 
affairs of far more importance called 
him ashore. 

The city of Pensacola was opened to 
us, just as the ship was open to the 
public. We extended them every courtesy 
possible, and in return it was obvious 
that they exerted every effort to make 
our visit one that would be long remem- 
bered. And who is there among us that 
will deny that they succeeded? There 
were dances, parties, luncheons, dinners, 
parades, and even a wedding. Parties 
for officers and enlisted men were al- 
ways in full swing; one would end and 
another begin where the first left off. 
This was a continuous round for our en- 
tire visit of four full days. 

All good things are bound to end some- 
time, and whether we thought so or not, 
this was no exception. So at 1300, 
Thursday, April 3rd, we sailed away 
amidst the boom of saluting batteries 
and the cheering of our new found 
friends who crowded the Frisco Docks, 
until we disappeared over the horizon 
in a haze of smoke. The following day 
brought us to the smooth waters of the 


| 
| 
| 
7 
te 
| 
J 


Twenty-four 


VS SQUADRON AIRCRAFT BATTLE FORCE, U. 8S. “SARATOGA” 


Back row, left to right (standing): Cpl. Jewell, William C.; Cpl. Whyte. George M.; Staff Set. Stetson, 
Stuart C.; Gy. Set. Haas, Albert I; Pvt. Willeford, John F.; Staff Set. Kienke, William H., Jr.; Ist Set. 
Deffenbauch. Charlies W.; Staff Set. Woodruff, William L.; Pvt. Sargent. Harold E.; Pvt. Haynes, Beryl 
E.; Cpl. Selomon, Donald K.;: Pvt. Webb. Joseph E.; Cpl. McGrath, William F., Jr.; Staff Set. Hamilton, 

Donald; Pfc. Rosemeier, Vernon W.; Set. Boyd. John T. 

Front row (standing). left to right: Set. Van Hoorebeke, Claud: Pvt. Mang. John J.; Cpl. Davis, James 
W.; Cpl. Anglin, Henry H.; Pvt. Brison, Loyal B.; Pvt. Galbraith, Forrest P.; Pvt. Faber, Clarence L.; 
Pvt. Kirk, Walter L.; Pfe. Goulette, LeRoy T.;: Col. Williamson, Owen: Pfc. Williams, Raymond C.; Pvt. 


Hirschbach, Paul R.; Pvt. Worth, Archie F.; 


Front row (seated), left to right: 2nd Lieut. 


Set. LeClair. Ralph E.; Set. Bartmess, Alvin C. 
Smoak, Joe A.; 2nd Lieut. Lee, Harold R.; Ist Lieut. 


Bailey, Caleb T.; Capt. Wallace, William J. (Commanding); Ist Lieut. Burke, Lawrence T.; 2nd Lieut. 


Dawson, Marion L.; 2nd Lieut. Mitchell, 


turquoise Caribbean, bound for the “lips 
of the world,” Panama C. Z., that part 
of the world that has made history of 
unusual feats of engineering and made 
a romance of the story of gold, consid- 
ered more priceless than all the home 
ties. Still these adventurers left tales 
and relics that will make anyone's visit 
to the Canal Zone very interesting. Old 
ruins, shrines, gold statues, and hundreds 
of other things, memories of the long- 
past days when yellow gold and precious 
jewels were the souvenirs for the folks 
and sweethearts back home in place of 
the beads and Spanish shawls of today. 

From Pensacola to the entrance of the 
canal we spent four warm days in the 
prettiest water most of us had ever seen, 
and we are doubtful whether there is an- 
other place in this world where a person 
can feast his eyes on such glory and 
splendor as can be found in the Carib- 
bean Sea. The transit of the Panama 
Canal, from Colon to Balboa, was more 
of a study and sight-seeing tour than 
anything else. All the scenic wonders 
we had seen in pictures, marveled at, and 
wondered about, were here for our ap- 
praising glances to linger over in real 
life; the famous cuts, spillways, locks, 
tropical scenery, and everything that we 
had dreamed about, passed before us as 
we wound our way between the moun- 
tains and rocks, on to Balboa, the “home 
of the rising tide”. 

On the dock at Balboa we were met 
by an army of fruit vendors, taxi driv- 
ers, magicians, snake charmers, sales- 
men, strong men, doctors, lawyers, and 
it seemed to us, every vocation under 
the sun was represented. Home in the 
States we more than likely would have 
turned our backs to such an army, but 
this was the time and moment that we 
had waited years for, so we readily stood 
our ground and bought, looked, and lis- 
tened, or at least tried to listen to all 
the noise. Some of the men had a faint 
knowledge of Spanish and came to the 
rescue of their shipmates who were try- 
ing to buy a bottle of perfume or a 
stalk of bananas for less than was 
asked. On liberty some went to Balboa, 
then to Panama City through the ceme- 
tery, and others went to the army posts, 
Fort Clayton, Corozol, or maybe into the 
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hills. Everyone had a place to go, and 
usually there was something at his des- 
tination which made a thrilling adven- 
ture story to talk over with his com- 
rades. After sixteen days in Panama, 
we heaved short and pointed our bow 
south again; this time along the west- 
ern coast of South America, bound for 
the equator, Peru, and Chili, where the 
Inca tribes had lived many years ago. 
On Wednesday, April 23rd, we crossed 
the line and became victims of King 
Neptune and his royal party of “Shell- 
backs”. Down in the double bottoms 
could be heard the cries for freedom from 
the ones who had failed to yield willingly 
to the law of the raging main. Some 
were tied to stanchions, some in the fore- 
tops, and others, who were more willing 
to undergo their tortures, were left on 
the decks to entertain at their own ex- 
pense. They had to play the part of 
waiters, janitors, bell-hops, servants of 
every description, deck swabbers, and all 
other jobs that are distasteful to a hard- 
working gentleman. And then with a 
new diploma stating that we had “this 
day been initiated into the mysteries of 
the deep”, we entered the sun-baked city 
of Callao, Peru. ; 
Seven miles distant was the city of 
Lima, where the pirates had their strong- 
holds in olden days, and where we were 
to spend most of our time while in Peru. 
While in Lima, the American Colony sent 
us on a trip through the Andes. All the 
way to the top the train followed a 
stream of crystal clear water that was a 
wonderful sight. Sometimes we were 
speeding along beside it, and the next 
moment hundreds of feet above it. For 
the greater part of the day we were 
climbing up and up, but there never was 
a time that we could get a glimpse of 
the world around us. But who cared? 
Arriving at our destination, Rio Blanco, 
we were allowed to get out and look the 
town over, just as we had been doing in 
all the other small towns on the route. 
There were mules to ride, pottery to buy, 
and pictures to take, all in a very short 
time. Our business finished we boarded 
the train again and started the long 
descent to Callao and the ship. For 
eight pleasant days we toured Peru, see- 
ing the bull fights and the toreadors, 
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and then set sail for Valparaiso, Chili, 
the home of the bean and hot tomale. 

Here, too, there was plenty to do and 
see. First the souvenirs had to be col- 
lected, then a trip to Santiago, a tour 
through the mountains, and a general 
inspection of the new scenes. As this was 
our last stop in South America before the 
homeward journey, we tried to get all 
that was possible, because we knew that 
such voyages were not commonplace and 
it would be foolish to let anything slip 
by unnoticed. So, after all, we left 
South America well satisfied that the 
trip would long be remembered and 
thought of as a priceless gift. From 
Valparaiso along the coast to Panama, 
through the Canal again, then back to 
the clear Caribbean Sea, and the “Pensa- 
cola” neared to end of her maiden voy- 
age. Two days after we left the At- 
lantic side of the Canal, we entered the 
beautiful harbor of Havana, Cuba. We 
were scheduled to remain here until the 
day of the celebration of Cuba’s inde- 
pendence. The first part of our visit was 
spent in shining and polishing for the 
parade in which we were to participate. 

After the big event, we were taken in 
tow by the soldiers and sailors of Cuba 
on a tour of the finer points of the island. 
All the places of interest to the American 
tourist were visited and we leave to your 
imagination the hand we had in each 
place. 

Much to our sorrow we finally said 
farewell to the shores of Cuba and 
turned our bow toward our home port 
again. As we neared New York, our 
hearts beat more and more rapidly, in 
view of the desire to tell our friends 
all about our trip. And on Friday, June 
5th, we passed under the Manhattan and 
Brooklyn Bridges and came to rest with 
the maiden voyage of the best greyhound 
of the Fleet at an end and a feeling of 
great pride in the “Pensacola” in our 
hearts. 

But again we set out for South Amer- 
ica, this time with a stern purpose in 
place of good will. During the Brazilian 
revolution, we left our battle practice 
firing at Hampton Roads and hurried to 
Brazil prepared for anything. Although 
no landing forces were made, we stood 
by just in case. Shortly after our arrival, 
the war ended and once more we resumed 
the old life on board. We were kept in 
Brazilian waters for a goodly period 
following the revolution and some day 
we hope to relate the story of our wan- 
derings. This time we visited Cuba and 
the British West Indies much to our joy. 

All our battle practices have been 
marked successes. With teamwork as 
the keynote, we won first and second 
prizes in Short Range practice, making 
the second time in two years that the 
Marines have made the highest score in 
gunnery. On one gun we have the cov- 
eted “E”, and two sets of first class 
pointers on the other. As we stated be- 
fore they failed to gain the “E” by a 
fraction of a second, but another year 
has rolled by and in a short while, we 
will be firing again, this time to gain two 
“E’s” and to give the “Salt Lake City” 
something to worry about. 

So, with a lot of hopes for the future 
on the West Coast, we will say “Buenos 
Dias” and “Ad aspera per astra” until 
we reach the ball diamond at Guanta- 
namo and the whale boat course this 
spring. Carbolic acid, senores (which 
is good-bye in any language). 
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WYOMING FLASHES 
By W. L. Frey 

The U. S. S. “Wyoming” pulled in to 
the dock at the Naval Operating Base, 
Hampton Roads, Norfolk, Va., on a fine 
spring morning in January. A fine start 
for the pleasure (7?) cruise this sea- 
going yacht was starting on. 

As we came in close we saw that the 
dock was crowded with passengers who 
seemed eager to come on board. We had 
had few passengers on our last runs. It 
looked as though this trip would put us 
on a paying basis. 

About noon we secured the last line 
to the ballards, rigged a gangway and 
invited our guests aboard. They were 
a part of “B” and “D” Companies, First 
Marines, who had come from Quantico to 
be our guests on the cruise to Galveston 
and Cuba. The remainder of the two 
companies were to come from Parris 
Island, joining the ship at Charleston, 
Ss. C. 

Nine officers and 134 enlisted men 
came aboard at Hampton Roads. Unlike 
most of the students we have taken on 
training cruises, these Leathernecks 
were established in the compartments as- 
signed to them, had mess tables down 
and everything read to serve “chow” 
in about an hour. 

During the afternoon their clothing and 
equipment, including everything neces- 
sary for a fully equipped machine gun 
company, and ammunition enough for an 
expedition, were taken aboard and 
stowed, and they were quite at home be- 
fore time to serve supper. 

Few of the men had been aboard ship 
before. But there are always enough 
who know the ropes in any aggregation 
of Marines. So it is not surprising that 
they had the situation in hand so quickly. 

Major Bain is in command. Captain 
Spicer has Company “B,” and Captain 
Freeny has Company “D.” The other 
officers are: First Lieutenants Robbins, 
Donehoo and Thwing, Second Lieutenants 
Fry, Hayes, Weller and Williams and 
Mar. Gun. Black. A few of the enlisted 
men are: Sergeant Major Layman, First 
Sergeant Fitz-Brown and Gunnery Ser- 
geants Cason, Connolly, Henson, Meitzell 
and Strathern. 

We sailed January 12, for Charleston, 
S. C., where we received two officers and 
95 enlisted men from Parris Island, com- 
pleting the two companies. 

The mission of the “Wyoming” on the 
present cruise, is to assist in celebrating 
Mardi Gras at Galveston, and to fire the 
annual Short Range Battle Practice. 

The “Arkansas” and “Wyoming” are 
operating together, except for a few 
days before, and during the Mardi Gras 
celebrations. During that time the 
“Arkansas” is at New Orleans and the 
“Wyoming” at Galveston. 

First Battalion, First Marines (less 
Co. “C”), Reinforced, was assigned to 
the two ships for practical training in 
expeditionary and sea duty. Company 
“A” and Battery “B” to the “Arkansas” 
and Companies “B” and “D” to the 
“Wyoming.” 

As soon as the Parris Island contin- 
gent was settled and the battalion or- 
ganization completed, training com- 
menced. They landed from both ships 
each day, at Fort Moultrie, and drilled 
under the supervision of their Command- 
ing Officer, Lieutenant Colonel A. B. 
Drum. They snapped into it quickly. 


THE LEATHERNECK 


Their review on the 25th, was well worth 
the price of admission. 

Leaving Charleston the morning of 
January 27th, the “Wyoming” encoun- 
tered unusually fine weather all the way 
to Galveston, maneuvering each day with 
the “Arkansas” for gunnery exercises. 

During the trip the Marines were kept 
busy learning all about sea duty. They 
took over the regular watches during gun 
drills, had gun drills, signal drills and 
“field day,” and attended the “talkies” 
every night. 

The first leg of our cruise is over, and 
here we are in Galveston. Next on the 
program is the Mardi Gras. This year 
we will show the “Long Horns” a real 
parade. 


Quantico News 


FIRST MARINES’ SALVO 

The First Battalion, First Marines, of 
the Marine Barracks, Quantico, Virginia, 
embarked aboard the U. S. S. “Arkansas” 
and the U. S. S. “Wyoming” on Janu- 
ary 11, 1932, for a ten week’s cruise of 
sea training. While on board the 
“Arkansas” will be present at the Mardi 
Gras in New Orleans, and the “Wyo- 
ming” will be at Galveston. 

Lieutenant Colonel Andrew B. Drum, 
commanding officer of the Tenth Ma- 
rines, was selected by the Major General 
Commandant as the officer in charge of 
this expedition. Colonel Drum’s record 
for executive ability and his work as 
commanding officer of the Marines par- 
ticipating in the Yorktown celebration 
have well fitted him for this all-impor- 
tant task. Naturally the First Marines 
and the Tenth Regiment feel quite 
elated over the Major General Com- 
mandant’s choice. 

The Battalion left Quantico 338 strong, 
divided into company units as follows: 
Headquarters Company, commanded by 
First Lieutenant Joseph C. Burger, 
whose prowess on the gridiron is well- 
known; Company “A”, commanded by 
Captain John P. Adams; Company “B”, 
commanded by Second Lieutenant E. W. 
Fry; Company “D”, commanded by Cap- 
tain Samuel W. Freeny; and “B” Bat- 
tery, commanded by Captain John F. 
Kaluf. The first three companies em- 
barked aboard the “Arkansas” and the 
others aboard the “Wyoming.” 

Major James M. Bain commands the 
Marines aboard the “Wyoming.” Lieu- 
tenant Burger was also selected as Col- 
onel Drum’s adjutant. After the cele- 
bration at New Orleans, the expedition 
will go to Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, where 
the Marines will do their stuff in land- 
ing parties, gun drills, ete. Of course 
we are all looking forward to this part 
of the cruise with a great deal of 
pleasure. One can hear at any time in 
every compartment all about the climate, 
swimming, athletics, and the many other 
forms of amusement that the folks in 
the States will not be able to enjoy at 
this time of the year. 

Among the old timers present are 
Sergeants Major Frank P. Nivick and 
Joseph M. Dayman; First Sergeants E. 
R. Shambough, Charles Hess, E. ‘ 
Beck, G. O. Seider, Fitzgerald-Brown, 
Abe Martin, and Gunnery Sergeants G. 
B. Connally, O. E. Meitzell, Charles A. 
Strathern, and C. D. Heinsch. 

At the present time the Battalion is 
enjoying a short stay at Charleston, S. 
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C., where the mornings are spent with 
ship’s drills and the afternoons on the 
Fort Moultrie parade grounds. Our 
evenings are spent seeing the historical 
city of Charleston. We get under way 
for New Orleans on January 27th, arriv- 
ing there February Ist. In the next 
issue we will give you all the dope on 
the Mardi Gras. Until then, adios. 


BATTERY “B” BURSTS | 
By G. O. Seider 

Maybe some of the old commoners 
would like to hear from us again, so 
we have decided to put our activities in 
print. At present we are aboard the 
“Arkie” for a ten weeks’ training 
cruise. As you know, the First Bat- 
talion, Tenth Marines, left us in Quan- 
tico early in November to carry on for 
the regiment. Well, along about the Ist 
of December came an order for an hun- 
dred man Battery with the new “75mm” 
Pack Howitzers, to be formed to par- 
ticipate in a training cruise and the 
Mardi Gras at New Orleans. 

After much work in making plans and 
building new material, and adapting new 
guns to the needs of the cruise, we 
finally left Quantico on January 10th 
for Hampton Roads, where we embarked 
aboard the “Arkansas” all set for the 
trip. We sailed for Charleston, S. C., 
on the 12th of the month and arrived 
two days later. 

The boys seem to think that this is 
quite a fine old town, even if the hus- 
bands are abnormally jealous. But the 
most of the time has been spent in 
preparations. Our real training has not 
really begun as yet, but an organization 
into small groups for the purpose of 
learning all the phases of sea-going, has 
been effected. This is practice for the 
real landing parties and drills in Cuba 
during February. 

But before we reach the land of the 
“Cuban Love Songs” we will spend a 
couple of weeks in New Orleans, arriving 
there on the first of the month to stay 
for the Mardi Gras. From previous ex- 
perience, we know what this celebration 
is, and we want to say that it is worth 
traveling miles to see. We intend to 
make our part in it come up to the 
standard of the Marine Corps and will 
tell you about the big doin’s next time. 
So keep your eye to the scope, cause we 
are going to tell you all about the hits 
after the big parade. 


H.-Q. WHAT HAVE-YOU’S 
By Charles Dunmore 

It is rumored that it is pretty soft to 
be one of them there clerks, but believe 
me it is not so hot on one’s first cruise, 
the undersigned can vouch for that. The 
other rugged members of this, our brains 
of the Battalion, Sergeant Major Frank 
Novick, Battalion Sergeant Major, Quar- 
termaster Sergeant “Jim” Connolly, Pri- 
vate First Class “Walt” Fitzsimmons 
and Private First Class “Bud” Owen, 
however, seem unperturbed and ride the 
briny deep like old salts. Corporal 
“Frenchy” Sauve seems to have over- 
come the lack of bathing conveniences. 
It is said by those who know, that he 
managed to get a very thorough shower 
somewhere topside. Stay in there and 
battle ’em Frenchy, you’re all wet any- 
way. Now who said that? 

Some of our runners have been hav- 
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ing a great time running ‘upstairs and 
downstairs,” and to the “front and 
back” of the ship. But never let it be 
said that they didn’t try hard anyway. 

Privates Reedy, Brumble and Landry, 
of the Signal Complement, became very 
generous and offered to give their share 
of food to their shipmates. However, 
we can easily understand the reason for 
such benevolence. 

We are very proud to say that those 
in charge of our Company have wea- 
thered the storm in good shape. 

Lieutenant “Joe” Burger, our Com- 
pany Commander, and Battalion Ad- 
jutant, says he much prefers land duty. 
Lieutenant S. C. Zern in charge of the 
Signal Company is having a tough time 
with his proteges. They all seem to be 
slightly under the weather, but just you 
wait they will come through in a couple 
of days. Lieutenant Pollock is quite 
salty now. While on an inspection tour 
forward, he was thoroughly soused by 
one of these naughty waves. Old King 
“Nep” has made many a salty sailor, 
Lieutenant, stay in there and fight ‘em. 

Our other Company Officers, Captain 
Edwin J. Mund and Lieutenant Kenneth 
B. Chappell are under observation for 
ships scandal but so far we have noth- 
ing on them, better watch their step, the 
eves of the ship are out. Just wait 
we will have something on them for the 
next issue. 


MIRRORS OF BROWN FIELD 
By Pvt. G. M. Nasium 

Hospital Corpsman Shoots Many Men. 
Many May Die. A hospital corpsman, 
one day last week, grappled with and 
shot seventy-two men in the arm. He 
will be permitted to go free, providing 
he swears to mark date of innoculation 
in health record of men shot. 

To distinguish this column from a 
prominent column running in the coun- 
try’s leading newspapers, we will use 
four periods (....) instead of the original 
three which Walt Winchell is alleged to 
have originated some years back (that 
extra period may save us from a suit in 
plagiarism). 

The great heads of the world’s finest 
military and naval organizations are in 
turmoil .... Troops run excitedly in the 
streets of Washington, Quantico, San 
Diego, Shanghai, Managua .. . . Stock 
markets begin to rise to new low levels 
.... Everywhere the financial, powerful 
men of finance are putting their heads 
together; planning, speculating, dicker- 
ing, arguing, struggling .... / And then 
it is agreed .... The whole dream is to 
become a reality . ... The orders are 
given. 

Nature is being conquered ... . Great 
excavations are now in the process of 
formation .... First buildings are torn 
down; then the air for acres around is 
rent with the sounds of blasting and the 
steam shovel and the traveling crane 


.... Experts from all the service gather 
here .... Civilian laborers work day and 
night—even overtime is required of some 
.... Finally the excavations are com- 


pleted and the work of building the 
foundation is under way .... The mas- 
sive framework rears itself above the 
enormous openings in the earth ‘0 
Soon the building is completed and the 
work of assembling the intricate mecha 
nism within is begun .... Soon the un- 
wieldly little parts are assembled in the 
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proper proportion; the beautiful coating 
of battleship gray paint is being applied 
.... It is no place for a novice to ply 
his trade .. . . Depression or no depres- 
sion the masses cannot be employed on 
this masterpiece . . . . Only the experts 
are capable of executing this master- 
piece. 

Completion . . . . The dream has be- 
come a fact—a thing of reality 
Huge throngs pour through its many 
sections, each one more amazing than 
the one before . . . . Beautiful fittings 
executed by Hendershot, D’Ariano, Tur- 
ner, Distifano—the list is never-ending 
: Beautiful cornices adorn the ex- 
terior .... Within are the marvels of the 
world . . . Priceless gems of the iron- 
bending world Even the grease 
painted upon the finished parts reminds 
one of the works of the old masters— 
Jeffers, Marshall, Titian, Leonardo, 
Michelangelo, Rembrandt .. . . Iron from 
the Dakotas . . A gem from South 
Bend ....A triumph by Bowser... . 
Nothing capable of being imagined by 
the most vivid imaginations is missing 
‘ Man and the Marines have tri- 
umphed .... Captain Carr’s new filling 
station at Aviation is completed. 

Thoughts while coasting around Brown 
Field: Wonder why the Post Laundry 
insists on returning khaki-colored un- 
derwear to us when it has never been 
regulation in the Corps .. . . If the boys 
wanted their “skivvies” blancoed they 
could draw the blanco from the Quar- 
termaster Department I wonder 
what became of the non-skid material 
the Quartermaster was going to place on 
that bad turn in the bridge approaching 
the Aviation? .... 4 A new Romeo was 
discovered here last month and he is 
now offering the key to our fair airport 
to any fair damsel who wishes to be 
shown around the field... . : A fine Ber- 
muda scallion goes to Gunnery Sergeant 
Hauschell for his alleged assertion that 
the Marathon Dance conducted in Wash- 
ington last month was a “racket” and 
that the dancers were getting “plenty” 
for it .... It is rumored a polo field will 
be established here by the time this goes 
to press .. . . Remembering some of the 
polo games in Haiti we are forced to 
admit all the jackasses on a polo field 
are not haltered .... Wonder where that 
black dog got the underwear he was 
wearing when he emerged from under 
the barracks the morning after the law- 
ful skin game (payday, to you) last 
month .... What sergeant is missing 
two undershirts? .... This column saw 
the first black butterfly to ever emerge 
from a caterpillar the other day when 
“Spick” Santos had finished unloading 
a earload of anthracite . . Captain 
Johnson took another swat at that little 
niche in the Hall of Fame last month 
when he was presented with a Navy 
Cross for extraordinary heroism in 
Nicaragua... . A few more swats at it, 
Captain, and that niche will be perma- 
nent .... It is rumored that due to the 
national deficit the manufacture of Navy 
Crosses will be suspended .. . . Repre- 
sentative Wood of Indiana will probably 
recommend that old surveyed anchors 
be given instead of the crosses to sailors 
and the deserving Aside from 
Representative Wood and being sand- 
wiched in between Illinois and Ohio, 
wonder what Indiana has to be proud of 
_... Three scallions, wrapped in cello- 
phane, to “The Leatherneck” for not 
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running a department in which bills be- 
fore Congress effecting the Marine 
Corps would be listed with the probable 
effects discussed . . . . The Army and 
Navy Register does this for the com- 
missioned personnel but a poor private 
isn’t supposed to be able to afford an 
education of such high-brow calibre as 
to understand the Army and Navy Reg- 
ister... . Is it true our official organ 
is always a month behind with the news 
or is It, as one of your solicitors would 
have us believe, eleven months ahead 
of the times? ... . This column would 
like to have furnished the name of the 
sergeant who carries that black dog with 
him and then makes it pull his Buick 
when it is hard to start on these cold 
mornings ..... We will give him a 
tip—the S. P. C. D. A. has an eye on 
you... . To Sergeant “Doc” Hoffman 
(Johannes Karl, to you people who may 
be reading this over there in Hamburg) 
goes the credit for having crashed the 
gate on a nickel rest room in Washing- 
ton, D C., last month... . J. K. not only 
crashed the gate but also—but we won't 
tell the rest of it.... We wouldn’t have 
said this much but we learned yesterday 
that he said that with his influence with 
this column he could have the incident 
closed by the time the cut over his eye 
was closed... 
If progress on the new field continues 
at the rate it has for the past few 
months we should be able to fly on it by 
the time our present field is worn down 
to bed-rock . . . . Like prosperity, it is 
just around the corner on a one-way 
street and no left-hand turns allowed 
wees However, we might run it against 
Florida’s everglades in the comic Olym- 
pies .... Breeding contempt, unrest, 
mosquitos, disrespect, and what-have- 
you, it promises to become the greatest 
white elephant since Barnum bought 
that one from the Rajah of India... . 
Nomination for first place among the 
“best officers” on the station: Captain 
Carr—for general improvements; Ma- 
rine Gunner Bubier—for being a “reg- 
ular guy” along with being an officer 
-... Staff Sergeant Heritage is writing 
a new book to be titled “Newton’s Laws 
of Gravity—Revised” ... . It is rumored 
a new “Dutch Pursuit” ship will replace 
the one Staff Sergeant Heritage tried 
to “free-wheel” in for a landing the 
other day .... That Spaniard who builds 
those wind-mills atop of otherwise good 
airplanes heard about it and sent Chief 
Test Pilot Ray down here to look at 
Ray said free wheeling was not 
the cause of the crash but thinks that it 
might be attributed to the pilot using 
the Culbertson Approach-Force System, 
judging from the number of points he 
made with that one grand slam : 
When asked why the enormous price for 
such a wind-mill he said the idea first 
came from Spain and was, therefore, 
subject to “an old Spanish Custom” 
.... MT. Sgt. Jordon lost his dog last 
month and offered $10.00 to anyone who 
would return him He stiil has 
the $10.00 and someone else. still 
has the dog ... . It seems the 
paper in which he inserted the ad got it 
sort of twisted up and run it like this: 
“LOST. Black and white dog. Answers 
to the name of SoandSo. Any one bring- 
ing him back shall pay ten dollars re- 
ward.” .... No wonder he still has his 
ten . . . . Quartermaster Sergeant Ber- 
ger has a new Chevrolet now but re- 
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ports his wife has such a cold she has 
not been able to drive a word ... . Cos- 
tigan of Headquarters Company was 
that way so he got himself a furlough 
._... He’s back now and says he signed 
the “war clause” while away .... Go 
luck to you, boy, two can live steeper 
than one you know .... Sergeant Buckle 
of the Quartermaster gave his dog for 
a hospital corpsman—I mean “to” a hos- 
pital corpsman .... A bunch of Spinach 
to one Sergeant Parsons for telling us 
that baby’s picture under the glass on 
his desk is his baby and answers to the 
name of Parsons ... . If that be so, 
where then, may we ask, do all those 
letters originate which come every day, 
including Sundays .. .. There’s a nigger 
in the coal bin somewhere . . . . And the 
last seallion of the sack goes to “Baldy” 
Williams for admitting he was in the 
corps way back there when the Stand- 
ard Stock Catalog of the Navy was a 
Sears, Roebuck & Company publication 
.... Quick, Henry, the flit. 


Detachments 


NEVADA NEWS 


The month of January passed smoothly 
here at Hawthorne, many events taking 
place of interest to the boys. We dolled 
up in dress blues one day and had our 
picture taken. There were also some 
scenes shot showing the beauty of the 
surrounding country during the winter 
months here. 

Now it is February and the coming 
spring months are inviting us more to 
the outdoors. There is a rifle range de- 
tail busy at preliminary practice at pres- 
ent. Corporal Robert D. Henderson, 
two-leg man toward distinguished rifle 
shot, is directing activities along this 
line. The detail follows: Sergeant Ed- 
ward J. O’Connell, Corporals Alva H. 
Almand, Wilfrid J. Demeule, William E. 
King, and George G. Miller, Privates 
Homer W. Fletcher, Walker Chapman 
and Paris H. Perser 

Sergeant Boyd Lofland, who has 
served ably in the capacity of mess ser- 
geant for almost fifteen months, is leav- 
ing us for the Second Signal Company 
at MCB, San Diego. Whether Lofland’s 
mascot black cat, “Gook, Jr.,” leaves or 
not has not been decided by the owner, 
“Gook, Sr.” However, it is known that 
the heart of a black cat would be broken 
if separated from one mess sergeant 
aforementionad. Junior follows Senior 
around as faithfully as his meal ticket 
demands and never allows himself un- 
due familiarity with his master. He is 
a model black cat. Back to Lofland, 
though, we all will miss the conscientious 
interest in our mess that he has taken 
and trust that his successor, Corporal 
Paul Compton, will carry on in the same 
manner. 

Joinings and transfers occurred dur- 
ing the first month of the New Year. 
With us we have Sergeant Aldace P. 
Rohmiller, recently a sea duty Marine. 
His manner of performing duties about 
the place and while on watch shows it, 
too. Corporal Wilfrid J. Demeule joined 
Hawthorne the first week in January. 
Corporal Demeule was formerly sta- 
tioned at Marine Barracks, Naval Tor- 
pedo Station, Newport, R. I., enjoyed a 
nice trip through the Canal from the 
East Coast to Mare Island aboard the 
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U. S. S. “Nitro,” and then by rail com- 
pleted his journey to Nevada’s only Ma- 
rine Barracks. Corporal William E. 
King joined from furlough shortly after 
the middle of January. King was re- 
cently with the U. S. S. “Colorado” Ma- 
rine detachment. He extended for three 
years in December for Hawthorne. Se- 
lected from the recent arrival from the 
Orient to Mare Island are the following 
who joined here ten days ago: Tpr. Olen 
H. Strickland, Privates Joseph B. Hardy, 
Lawrence F. Lubbesmeyer, Adrian V. 
McCammon, Robert K. McCarroll and 
Kenneth G. Riggs. Hardy, formerly with 
the Peiping mounted detachment, has 
joined our own mounted force since ar- 
rival. McCammon and Music Strickland 
are showing up for basketball practice 
daily. Riggs has unfortunately been ad- 
mitted to sick bay but we look for him 
again soon. During January we lost 
Tpr. Alfred J. Correa, Privates Herbert 
R. Eyestone, Ray W. Patten, Gayden R. 
Harper and Russell E. Johnson. All were 
sent to MBNY, Mare Island. 

We musn’t miss mentioning our bas- 
ketball activities. Corporal Max W. 
Craig is still at the helm of the basket- 
ball ship here. Craig has deserted the 
girls’ basketball team down in Haw- 
thorne to give more time and thought to 
the Marines’ preparation for the annual 
game with the University of Nevada. It 
was a hard thing to do, we know, but 
a brave one. Semper Fidelis always 
first. We hope to be first in score when 
we meet the Nevada tossers. Craig’s 
Crashing Cagemen suffered a_ setback 
shortly after the New Year when the 
professional Olsen’s Terrible Swedes ar- 
rived one evening in Hawthorne and 
after eating at our mess took our bas- 
ketball team on for a fall. But we are 
always strongest after defeat, the good 
old Marine Corps spirit, y’know. Come 
on, Nevada, O. K. Reno! 

Sergeant Edward J. “Paddy” O’Con- 
nell, who says he drove street cars in 
Boston during the year 1908, has pulled 
a Bernarr FacFadden on the boys here 
by appearing on the tennis court with 
racquet in hand. For his years “Paddy” 
shows much more of the “stuff” than 
some of the strongarms in their twenties. 
First Sergeant Farley and Preston H. 
Robb, private first class and quartermas- 
ter man extraordinary, have signified 
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their intentions of playing “gawf” this 
coming summer when the course here is 
completed. Corporal Alva H. Almand 
and Private Otis Dragge are also tennis 
men. We have some more. Robb has 
requisitioned some medicine balls and 
mats for the gymnasium and basebll 
season isn’t far off. On top of all this 
athletic activity the post mental marvel, 
Louis S. Nelson, has received a brand 
new shipment of Haldeman-Julius. and a 
complete course of dancing lessons by 
Murray. Private Charles L. Rafferty, a 
Mountie here, has evidently been work- 
ing out on those dancing lessons on the 
quiet. Last Saturday evening at the 
V. F. W. ball in Hawthorne Rafferty was 
seen with a woman (not his wife) on the 
dance floor, whirling like all sin to the 
mad tunes of the orchestra. My, my! 
Robert B. Peterson, former town patrol 
at Hawthorne, has given up his club and 
brassard to Corporal Hughie Coslet in 
order to join the cooks’ brigade here. 
Jack F. Deegan, private first class, re- 
cently returned from 40 days’ leave in 
Ironwood, Mich., has enlisted for mess 
duty, replacing Nelson, who has com- 
pleted a couple of months as messman. 
Private First Class Edward J. Powers 
and Private Frank J. Mulholland are the 
other messmen at present. We forgot to 
mention about Rafferty losing his blan- 
ket one morning last month. The com- 
mand was put on the rack to find 
Charles’ blanket. Then he appeared in 
the first sergeant’s office with the en- 
lightening news that memory had re- 
minded him of said blanket’s being in 
the laundry. Private Roscoe Mills (the 
Mills of California, you remember) has 
also lost his green cap several times 
during the month. Mills is going strong 
on the M. C. I. now, we are glad to be 
able to report. Mensuration is a wow, 
says Mills, but like his old horse Taps 
when on mounted magazine area duty, if 
one keeps plugging along enough he’s 
bound to get there. In contrast with 
some reports we have heard spread to in- 
jure the good reputation of our post, 
Private First Class Lornie Leslie has 
waived transportation to the East coast 
in order to stay on and be discharged at 
Hawthorne. Leslie is the post exchange 
bookkeeper and one of the pillars of the 
basketball structure here. We are glad 
to hear of his decision. We saw Driver 


MARINE BARRACKS, AMMUNITION DEPOT, HAWTHORNE, NEVADA, 


Captain R. J. Bartholomew, commanding. 
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Richard E. Johnson of the truck crew 
entering the library the other day with 
a sky-high pile of books in arm. One 
of the most avid readers in the post is 
Richard E. Mental satisfaction is an 
achievement of many of this command 
who live the simple life and let the wine, 
wimmen and song alone. Joe Kackley, 
chief of the stable force, has recently 
sent in his M. C. I. examination on poul- 
try raising. Ernest L. Davis is busy on 
agriculture. Dante Ricci has just sent 
in a paper, too. 

A letter from an Easterner, the editor 
of the New Yorker magazine, recently 
conveyed the message that the news of 
a Marine Barracks in the state of Ne- 
vada had placed the said person of the 
East in a state of bewilderment. We 
hope this state of bewilderment is 
cleared up in the person’s mind by next 
Navy Day, if not, we will invite him to 
Marine Barracks, Naval Ammunition 
Depot, Hawthorne, Nevada, now sign- 
ing off. 

MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 
By Earland J. Lakin 

It is always gratifying to hear of the 
success of fellows who have lived with 
you for a long time. In this period of 
hard times it is especially uplifting to 
see your mates go out into the business 
world and take good positions—not mere 
jobs. Earl S. Lachenmaier, formerly 
gunnery sergeant and principal of the 
School of Commerce, now certified pub- 
lie accountant, has affiliated himself with 
an accounting firm in New York City and 
is drawing a yearly salary running into 
five figures. He was recently sent to 
Russia where he is to take up work in 
a subsidiary of the New York firm. 

Owen B. Nettle, also recently dis- 
charged, formerly a member of the Civil 
Service School, is with the International 
News Service. Nettle, while attending 
Strayer College in Washington during 
night school sessions, managed to carry 
on the duties of editor of “Strayer 
Topics,” the newspaper of that school. 
His handling of the job was such as to 
evoke favorable comment from many 
literary quarters. 

These two men have brought credit 
upon the Corps. We are justly proud in 
having been associated with them. We 
wish them the best of luck in the work 
for which they prepared themselves so 
perseveringly. 

Some things that puzzle us: Why 
bootblacks on Eighth Street insist on 
erying “Shine your shoes?” to Marines 
just out inspection in  uni- 
form. Why the word souvenirs occurs 
forty-two times on three stores at First 
Street and Pennsylvania Avenue. Why 
the local recruiting station waited two 
months after the game to take down the 
signs “Marines vs. Coast Guard”; espe- 
cially when the C. G. won. Why Private 
Burke replies “Take the magazine from 
my rifle’ when anyone asks him for 
reading material. Why we have so many 
heavy marching order inspections. 

Sergeant Donald Byington was paid 
off last month by special order. The 
Academic School was vociferous in its 
farewells; possibly because the sergeant 
passed the cigars; or didn’t he? 

Private Wilfred E. Barbeau has been 
added to the staff of the Academic 
School as instructor in French. He re- 
ported in from Fort Mifflin, Pa. 
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The Clerical School at Philly deposited 
Privates First Class Albright and Sut- 
phin and Private Grace at this post. 
Grace is an instructor in the Academic 
School; Albright is file clerk in the 
Registrar’s Section, while Sutphin is 
on duty in the First Sergeant’s Office. 

Private Montwill is the latest new- 
comer as this report goes in. He re- 
ported from the Island Patrol, Parris 
Island, for duty as instructor in the 
Business School. 

Joe Bryan, who was paid off a Cor- 
poral last August, is now a mainstay of 
the Sun team in the Baltimore Semi- 
fro Basketball League. Joe was with 
the Barracks’ team last year and con- 
tributed largely to what success we had. 
We're glad to see him in fast company. 

Corporal Bergquist of the Quartermas- 
ter Department is known around these 
parts for the many miles he can obtain 
on a gallon of gas. He may be found 
at times trying to “snow under” his com- 
rades as to the merits of his mode of 
transportation. It is comforting to 
know that once in awhile the worm 
turns and gives the other fellow a 
chance. One bored listener took his cue 
and pulled a good one on our motoring 
comrade. Here’s what we heard. Brother 
Bergquist was out in his high-powered 
petrol burner the other evening. He 
was thundering madly along the Vir- 
ginian highways with the motor missing 
on all fours. A snail-like procession of 
motor cars passed him up as though he 
were in reverse, deriding with youthful 
consideration the senility of old age. In 
a spirit of defiance Brother Bergquist 
jammed his foot on the accelerator. 
Up crept the speedometer, seven miles, 
eight, nine—but the effort was too great. 

At ten the ancient engine wheezed hus- 
kily and died. Bergquist leaped out. He 
knew he was not out of gas; he’d just 
bought a gallon earlier in the evening 
(jawbone). He counted the wheels— 
none missing. Something must be wrong. 
He lifted the hood and diagnosed the 
trouble. There was a farmhouse nearby, 
so our comrade went thither, seeking 
aid. An old lady answered his knock. 
“Pardon me,” said Bergquist in his best 
mail-order manner, “do you by any 
chance possess any lubricating oil?” 
She fixed her eyes on his swanky cravat 
and shook her head sadly. “Any oil will 
do,” he protested. “Castor oil if you 
have it.” “I ain’t got it,” she insisted 
regretfully. “but I could fix you up with 
a dose of salts!” 

Two more dances and the social sea- 
son for '31-’32 will be over. Our last 
dance proved the popularity of these 
functions; an exceptionally large crowd 
was in attendance. 

On Saturday, February 6, the A and 
I held its dance. The writer was not 
in attendance, but judging by the com- 
ments of those who were there, it must 
have been a great affair. The morning 
after showed the dance floor literally a 
foot deep under confetti and miscel- 
laneous articles. Paddy Doyle says he 
is going to create a “Lost and Found” 
department for the benefit of girls who 
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are forever losing earrings, compacts 
and whatnot. Why not hold a rummage 
sale, Paddy? 

To many of the fellows here at the 
barracks the foliowing information will 
prove helpful, especially around the 
middle of the month when funds are 
low. We have at last found one among 
us who is courageous enough to fight 
the high cost of transportation between 
the city of Baltimore and the Capital 
City. Sergeant Anderson, the Academic 
Magnate, is working for the Marines, 
by the Marines and with the Marines 
to establish a low rate fare for com- 
muters from Washington to Baltimore 
and return. Money means nothing to 
the sergeant, he could probably buy the 
bus lines outright, but he wants to 
demonstrate to us that determination 
and persistence will win his fight to es- 
tablish a lower fare. The representa- 
tive of “The Leatherneck” who inter- 
viewed Anderson feels that the finish will 
not be until the bus lines are bankrupt. 
Anderson has many sympathizers and 
followers and he wishes it made known 
that he will disclose his plan of attack 
to anyone who might want to make the 
trip to Baltimore with the minimum of 
expense. Special instructions are sent 
in reply to all communications. Andy 
was kind enough to give “The Leather- 
neck” the inside story of his “Ways and 
Means of Traveling to Baltimore.” 

Take the Florsheim Express (Shank’s 
mare) to 8th Street, N. E., thence to 
Bladensburg Road which is the begin- 
ning of the Baltimore highway. Dis- 
embark and park on the highway, dis- 
play the badge of “Ways and Means 
Committee,” and any of Anderson’s 
regular patrons will stop and ask you 
to ride with them. In the course of 
travel do not let the conversation lag. It 
is the stepping stone to “Repeat Rides.” 
Don’t be too particular as to what part 
of town you want to get off; all you want 
is to get to Baltimore. After you finish 
your business or pleasure or whatever 
it may be, and you want to return to the 
Beautiful City, take number 27 car to 
Montgomery Ward’s at the Baltimore 
end of Washington Boulevard and dis- 
embark on the opposite corner of the 
traffic light, there you will find a dining 
car. The car is the waiting station for 
Anderson’s followers. There you will be 
given a cup of Jamoke and a hearty wel- 
come (at least the welcome) by the 
men of the committee (if sober). The 
Anderson system is popularly known as 
“Approach Forcing;” you are forced to 
the side of the road by approaching cars. 
However, it is much cheaper than the bus 
lines. For your information a compar- 
ative schedule has been arranged. Leaves 
Washington: White Bros. Milk truck 
. . . 4:45 a. m. Traveling Salesman’s 
Buick .¢ . 6:30 a. m.; One Moving Van 

. . Noon. Touring cars are available 
from noon until 7:30 p. m. Leaves Bal- 
timore: One cattle truck at midnight; 
Bumpy Bus .. . 6:00; Black and Tan... 
9:30; Rainbow 12:30. No more 
buses until 8.00. Through Anderson’s 
efforts the Movie Trucks, Ltd., is now co- 
operating with Simpson’s Dairy Team. 
The Limited will meet their delivery 
wagon at 2:35. This wagon operates 


between 8th and H Streets, N. E., and 
7th and G Streets, S. E., bringing you 
one block closer to the barracks. 

Sounds all right, Andy; but suppose 
it rains? 
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HELIUM FROM LAKEHURST 
By Lawrence Johnson 

Hello, everybody, this is station KKI, 
Lakehurst, New Jersey, broadcasting. 
The first thing we have to talk about is 
our basketball team. They played the 
New York Marines a few days ago; and 
judging by the latest reports from the 
team captain, Sergeant Seyler, they had 
a little hard luck. The New Yorkers 
won, 55 to 8. But better luck next time, 
boys! 

Here is the Lakehurst line-up. See if 
you know any of them. Sergeant Seyler 
is captain and coach, then comes Cor- 
porals Ledford, Pupackus, Pfc. Parkes, 
Privates Potter, Hendricks, Dean, Maye, 
Lubick, Alexander, and Bartlett. Ser- 
geant Seyler is working hard with the 
bunch and we know they will make a 
good showing. 

Captain Seott has charge of the ma- 
chine gun school and as soon as the 
wet spell passes, we are going out on 
the field with the guns and show Cap- 
tain Scott what we have learned. The 
U.S. S. “Los Angeles” and the “Akron” 
are at present under repair, so they have 
not been doing any flying; but we are 
looking for a zero hour any day now. 
If you would care to know what a “zero 
hour” is, just ask Private Gunnell. He’ll 
tell you all about it. Quartermaster 
Sergeant Smith met with a bad accident 
the other day that kept him in the hos- 
pital for a couple of days. It happened 
on pay day, which made it doubly tough. 

Captain Fox and Captain Scott took 
a detail of men to a certain place and 
then split up and went different direc- 
tions to start what should have been a 
combat; but a mistake in Captain Fox’s 
road map caused him to go wrong with 
the result that the sections never met 
each other and Captain Scott turned 
home. 

Well, it is time to stop our broadcast- 
ing until we get some more news. So, 
until then, we are signing off. Au 
revoir. 


MANHATTAN MELODIES 


Captain Herbert Hardy, U. S. Marine 
Corps, joined from the Second Brigade 
Marines via the S. S. “Santa Ana” and 
is at present a patient at the U. S. 
Naval Hospital. 

Second Lieutenant John Wehle, U. S 
Marine Corps, was detached to the Naval 
Air Station, Hampton Roads, Norfolk, 
Virginia, for flight training. 

Sergeant Garry H. Housecamp was 
recently transferred to the Marine Bar- 
racks, Naval Ammunition Depot, Iona 
Island, New York, for duty while Ser- 
geant Samuel A. Spader, was transferred 
to the Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, 
Boston, Mass., for duty. 

Corporal Paul Rowan re-enlisted for 
this post after completing his enlistment 
and is at present enjoying a furlough 
down at La Blanco, Texas, that is where 
he said he was bound for upon his de- 
parture from the barracks. Paul will 
be missed by the basketball squad as 
well as the xAegular habitues of the 
Eagle’s Nest. 

Among the new members of the com- 
mand are Sergeant George H. Abrams 
who joined from Iona Island, Corpora!s 
Willie “B” Clanton, joined by staff re- 
turns from MB., NAD., Dover, N. J., Law- 
rence A. Lang from MB., NYd., Phila- 
delphia, Solomon Davis from Receiving 
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Ship, NYd., Boston, and Floyd R. Pierce 
from the Marine Detachment, U. S. 
Naval Hospital, New York. 

Gunnery Sergeant Norman Poritz, U. 
S. Marine Corps, joined from the Con- 
stabulary Detachment, Port au Prince, 
Haiti, via the S. S. “Cristobal” and is at 
present sojourning at the U. S. Naval 
Hospital, and expects to retire after 
thirty years service in the Marine Corps 
in a short while. 

Corporal Cletus J. White who spent 
some time on board the U. S. S. 
“Rochester” with the Special Service 
Squadron is again serving with the Navy 
as he was transferred to the Marine De- 
tachment at the Naval Hospital for duty. 
Private First Class Charles E. Mitchler 
was transferred to the MD. U. S. N. 
Hospital at Chelsea, Mass., he having 
recently joined from Mare Island, Cali- 
fornia. 

Texas Jack Sullivan, an exponent of 
the art of quick drawing and accurate 
shooting, as practiced by the famed 
Texas Rangers, “Wild Bill,” “Bat Mas- 
terson” and other noted gunmen of the 
era subsequent to the Civil War and until 
the early nineties, demonstrated his 
ability in this art before the members 
of this command recently. His lecture 
and demonstration was very interesting 
and was received with rapt attention 
by his audience. Whether or not his 
demonstration will prove to be of any 
value remains to be seen, however, it 
has been noted that several men have 
absorbed some of his teaching by simu- 
lating some of his most picturesque 
draws. 

Sergeant Samuel L. Slocum has re- 
turned from furlough and is at present 
performing the duties of Post Police and 
Property Sergeant. 

Corporal Cleo T. Via was discharged 
and took on for four more years and is 
back at his old job at the Yard Fire 
House. 

Corporal Paul J. Lynch, the command- 
ing officer’s chauffeur, is seriously study- 
ing the proposition of entering the open 
air restaurant business upon his sepa- 
ration from the Marine Corps three 
years hence. 


Recruiting 


RECRUITING OFFICE NEWS 
By Conrad Kreiger 

It came at last! 

The order to resume recruiting ac- 
tivities was welcomed with deep enthusi- 
asm by the San Francisco district. The 
recruiters jumped into their chosen game 
with vigorous determination and pro- 
cured the alloted quota of thirty-five 
men for the month of December, 1931, 
within a ten-day period. 

Dozens of fine looking fellows went 
through the “works”. But the number 
of accepted applicants in comparison 
with those that were rejected, was small. 
The physical and technical requirements 
endured by the applicants was extremely 
rigid. But keeping the requirements 
within a hard competitive scope for the 
applicants was necessary because of the 
great number of applications. 

The prospective applicants were not 
procured from the “depression field,” fre- 
quently termed the “down-and-outers”. 
During the inactive period our publicity 
department maintained its operations in 
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advertising. Consequently, upon open- 
ing a large mailing list of first class ap- 
plicants was available. In addition to 
the excellent men brought in by the 
street recruiters, the district feels as- 
sured of having sent splendid material to 
the recruiting depot. 

At the Kezar Stadium on New Year’s 
Day, the San Francisco recruiters par- 
ticipated in the Shrine Pageant that pre- 
ceded the East and West football game. 

Captain John B. Wilson is now Officer 
in Charge of this district, having relieved 
Joseph M. Swinnerton on November 31, 
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CLERICAL CLIPPINGS 
By William A. Allen 


The Clerical School pennant was 
raised on this class on August Ist, 1931. 
On January 3ist, it will be lowered 
again and the graduating students will 
be transferred to posts requiring their 
services. 

As I gaze at the sophisticated ex- 
pression on the faces of the graduates 
I cannot help but wonder what six 
months of concentrated study will ac- 
complish for an individual. The rough 
edges have been chiseled away by a 
mastermoulder and the sophistic finish 
leaves nothing to be desired. They go 
forth, these students, well equipped in 
the fundamental principles of their work. 

Pfe. Caine requested “Bean Town,” 
giving as a reason his fondness for that 
delectable vegetable. Albright, Sutphin 
and Grace will do duty at the “Capitol 
City.” To give the feminine population 
of that city a “thrill” is the sole reason. 
Not a few, Hill, Mapp, Nordstrom, 
Shriver, and Watson, requested China 
and were given Quantico instead. The 
only ray of hope was that they were 
asked to again request China at a later 
date. China, indeed, must be at a 
premium. Allen and Dearing had to ex- 
tend their enlistments one year to reach 
that promised land. Bennett’s first choice 
(China) was refused; but he landed his 
second choice (Nicaragua). Gilbert was 
not disappointed in his request (Quan- 
tico), nor was Turcotte (Haiti); neither 
was Geiser with his request for New 
York. Carmichael, will do duty at New 
Orleans. Corbett, Kight, and Lotwis 
will be retained at this post for duty. 
Corbett will do duty at the Basic School; 
Kight (of typewriter fame) will be de- 
tail clerk in the Barracks Detachment 
office; while Lotwis will do duty in the 
Commanding Officer’s office. 

Scattered to the four winds, as they 
will be a few weeks hence, I will only 
say that I will never forget these “bud- 
dies.” They were a good gang with all 
their shortcomings. I can sympathize 
with Caine with his weakness for spell- 
ing, for the spelling was hard. Al- 
bright’s meanderings were detrimental 
to no one but himself. Sutphin, just a 
plain plodder. The scribe can think of 
no phrase to apply to himself. Bennett 
the class procrastinator. Dearing, al- 
ways busy, but never accomplishing any- 
thing worth while. Corbett, alert and 
shrewd, has an easy road ahead of him. 
Carmichael, the class enigma, indolent, 
but with a hidden quantity about him. 
Geiser, good in his studies, but a horse 
for variety. Gilbert, nonchalant, but 
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PHILADELPHIA CLERICAL SCHOOL 


Lower row, left to richt: Cpl. Davis, Pvt. Grace, Pvt. Kicht. Staff Set. Miller. 2nd Lieut. Huffman. 
W. J., Pvt. Dearing, Pvt. Turcotte, Pvt. Geiser. 
Middle row, left to right: Pvt. Corbett, Pvt. Mapp, Pfc. Albright, Pvt. Lotwis, Pvt. Gilbert, Pvt. Car- 


michael, Pvt. 


Watson. 


Upper row, left to right: Pvt. Nordstrom, Pfc. Caine. Pvt. Allen, Pvt. Hill, Pvt. Bennett, Pvt. Shriver. 
Sutphin. 


getting there just the same. Grace, 
dreamer, some times extricating himself 
from the fog of self-absorption. Hill, a 
hard worker, a consistent man, who 
gives the best in him. Kight, a good 
scholar, but flighty. Lotwis—steady, 
temperate, indefatigable—will eventually 
win out. Mapp, inconsistent, giving 
little thought to self-improvement. “Gus” 
Nordstrom with flashes of brilliance, 
but no power for concentration. Tur- 
cotte, making the most of his oppor- 
tunity in a superficial way. Watson, bet- 
ter than the average, but doing average 
work. 

The class as a whole leaves nothing 
to be desired. In work and play they 
applied themselves. They made good. 

“Farewell! and good luck, buddies. 
May your road while in the service be 
a smooth one.” 


Nicaragua 
PATIO PATTER 

Well, readers, here we are again, al- 
though we haven't had our little column 
in “The Leatherneck” for some time. 
You have all probably got the idea that 
we have ceased to exist down here, but 
far from it. We are just as lively as 
ever and good times are still to be had 
in Managua, although the earthquake of 
March 3lst did quite a bit of damage. 
Well, here goes, and we hope to be able 
to say more as the days roll by. 

All you Leathernecks that were down 
here two, three, four, or five years ago 
would be quite surprised if you were to 
have the privilege of walking or riding 
into Camp de Marte to day. We have 
several officers and men who were here 
at that time and they ali agree that 
times and things have surely changed, 
and that Campo de Marte is one of them. 
First let me take you around and intro- 
duce you to some of the notables of this 
post and perhaps you might remember 
them from by-gone days. We are glad 
to state that we have General Berkeley 


in our midst as Commanding General of 
the Second Brigade. He has only been 
here a short time but great things are 
expected to happen in the near future. 
General Berkeley, you'll remember, is 
an old timer at this post but he agrees 
that it has changed since he was here 
last. We have a great office force in 
the Brigade Headquarters and also in 
the Battalion. Major Griffin is taking 
care of the Brigade intelligence and 
operations in a very efficient way and 
First Lieutenant Wulbern is quite a 
Brigade Adjutant. Then there is Lieu- 
tenant Linsert, who, some will recall, 
was down here before. He is the Gen- 
eral’s aide. Perhaps some of you re- 
member him in Norfolk. 

Then there is Sergeant Major Smith 
with his hands full taking care of his 
clerks and runners. Lieutenant Colonel 
Sturdevant was commanding the Bat- 
talion until recently ordered back to the 
States due to illness. We all wish him 
a rapid recovery. Major Dearing is now 
commanding and has First Lieutenant 
Odgers as Adjutant and Sergeant Major 
Ball also filling his post with all due 
honors. Then of course there is the pay 
department with its staff, and due to its 
efficiency every Marine gets his “do-re- 
me” right on the spot. Major Norris 
is the head man in that show with Chief 
Pay Clerk Neel and Pay Clerk Murphy 
doing some of the star acts. We will 
also mention Pay Sergeant Steimer and 
Staff Sergeant Hines and Sergeant Foy 
as some of the brain work of that officer 
with the help of Pfc. Strain. Then comes 
the Marine Corps source of supply, the 
Quartermaster Captain Gamble is the 
leading man, and it is quite a show. 
Quartermaster Sergeant Hey and Ser- 
geant Sullivan have a great time keep- 
inp up to date on everything, but they 
are there with the goods. Of course, we 
could mention a lot of others who do 
their bit and some of them will be men- 
tioned as we go along. 

Now what has Chaplain Witherspoon 
done to this post? Plenty. He cer- 
tainly has put life into this place. He 
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has used his energy to the extent that 
we have most everything a Marine 
wants. We have regular talkies that 
are run by two noble fellows, named 
Pfc. Evans and Private Smith, and they 
sure know their onions. We have quite 
a library and it keeps growing each day. 
The pool tables reached here just in 
time. They have proved to be a great 
thing for the boys that used to shoot for 
a nickel a pocket. We get the latest 
magazines and papers, so you see the life 
of a Marine isn’t half bad. Oh, yes, we 
have a Spanish class, too. Daily the 
men are becoming more and more versa- 
tile in their conversations with the dusky 
senoritas. 

Since the detachment of Captain 
Phillips, Second Lieutenant Parks has 
made quite an Aladdin out of himself in 
the past nine months. Some of you fel- 
lows will probably recall that Campo de 
Marte was just a large piece of ground 
with a wall around it and an army of 
tents occupied the larger part of the 
ground. Lieutenant Parks and his army 
of workmen have changed the tents into 
wooden buildings that we are proud of, 
and the spaces covered by the tents have 
been leveled off and sodded until it looks 
like a great lawn. The road through 
the Campo has been repaired and now it 
has become a driveway. Anyone who 
has driven through a park with lots of 
buildings in it can have a good idea of 
Campo de Marte. The Camp as a whole 
looks like a great hacienda instead of 
a camp. 

Second Lieutenant Weeks has charge 
of the Athletic problems of our domicile 
and with the assistance of Pfc. Simeoli 
everything is going “hunky dory.” There 
is a nine hole golf course with a club up 
on Loma Field and there all the golfers 
can congregate during the afternoon for 
recreation. O, yes! and while we are 
out on Loma Field, take a look at the 
top of the hill and instead of the old fort 
that used to be there you will find a mag- 
nificent palace. Work is still going on 
but it will be finished before long. We 
are enjoying all kinds of sports and 
leagues are the fashion here. We have 
three tennis courts, a basketball court, 
and a handball court. On top of that 
we have a nice baseball diamond on 
Loma Field, and by the way, we have a 
fine baseball team, too, that we are ex- 
pecting will trim alomst anything. 
Simeoli is trying to promote some games 
with the native teams and if he succeeds 
what a time we will have! They are 
planning other leagues as well as base- 
ball and Campo de Marte expects to 
come out on top. She looks like a 
winner. 

Another thing that has been added to 
the bright side of things in Nicaragua 
is the “Enlisted Men’s Club.” There we 
can gather and spend the afternoons to 
please ourselves, shoot the breeze, and 
have quite a bit of fun. All Marines 
like to gather in some nice place to have 
their daily pow pow and the Enlisted 
Men’s Club is an ideal place. That will 
be all for this time but we will try and 
give you more dope about the Brigade 
in the next issue. 


EFFICIENCY PLUS 


Captain J. P. Smith, our new C. O., 
successor to Captain Martin, who re- 
cently left for the United States, as- 
sisted by Second Lieutenant Hester, 
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succeeded in bringing the Company to 
the front to win the efficiency “E” flag 
for the month of December. Our re- 
ward for this hard work was four hours 
extra liberty. This flag was won by 
competition, four companies taking part, 
and we sure came over with a bang. 

Our First Sergeant Bald assisted the 
N. C. O.’s, and each individual worked 
hard in making this a larger “E.” We 
often wondered why the “Top” got up 
at 4 a. m.—now we know why. More 
power to you and here’s hoping some 
day you will have a chance to play “Bill 
Tilden.” We can’t forget Gunnery Ser- 
geant Bill Eaden, who recently left the 
company to straighten out the Military 
Police Force, and we are sure sorry to 
see him go. Our new “gunny” is 
Weston, and in his first week in Nica- 
ragua he mastered everything that goes 
with the Spanish lingo. We lost some 
corporals—that’s very sad. Every time 
we get a good N. C. O., the Guardia 
wants recruits. Sergeants McKenna 
and Stawarski, old stand-bys of the 49th 
Company, are still on the west side of 
the fence. Sergeants Myers and Petti- 
grew with 15 privates joined the Com- 
pany recently and they look like good 
material to help us in keeping the “E,” 
for this month there will be rivalry 
galore. Corporal Audirisch is whip- 
ping the basket ball team in shape, and 
we hope to hold our own when the sea- 
son starts. Corporals Copeland, Mat- 
kin, King, Smith and Russell are taking 
up tennis and handball as a side line, 
and we hope to make this an athletic 
company. 

This is the first time for ages this 
outfit has had a write-up in “The 
Leatherneck,” and in the future we hope 
to keep our shipmates at home well 
posted, as I know many who have re- 
cently left for the good old U. S. would 
like to have the dope. Next month we 
will be with you again, so adios to all. 


FLYIN’ HIGH IN MANAGUA 


The new headquarters building was 
completed during the early part of De- 
cember and the following offices moved in 
on December 18: Commanding Officer, 
Executive Officer and Adjutant, Sergeant 
Major and clerks, operations, engineer- 
ing and photographic laboratory. The 
sick bay and Medical Officer’s office was 
moved in some time before. The new 
grouping of offices should make for more 
etticiency and convenience. 

On December 30th Aircraft Squadrons 
scored a 5-0 victory over the Second 
Brigade team to even up the current 
baseball series at one all. Rhea let the 
Brigade team down without a hit until 
the last inning. Private Sharp’s home 
run and Rhea’s pitching were the fea- 
tures of the game. 

The third game of the basball series 
was won by the Second Brigade by a 
score of 1-0. Big league ball was the 
order of the day and even though we 
lost, it was a fine game. Score in games 
to date: Campo, 2; Aviation, 1. 

* ne 


There has been little bandit activity 
of late, but requests from the Guardia 
for special aerial patrols are soon to be 
expected because of the large Guardia 
concentration to be effected shortly in 
the vicinity of Murra in the Northern 
The bandits who formerly were 
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operating in the Chinandega and Leon 

departments have moved in small groups 

to the department of Nueva Segovia. 
os 


Santa Claus landed at 5:15 in the 
“RR-2” on the 24th of December bring- 
ing gifts for all the children of the 
Brigade. There was large vathering on 
the field to welcome Santa Claus after 
which all went to the American Club 
where there was a large Christmas tree 
and where the gifts were presented. 

The holiday season was enjoyed to the 
fullest extent by all aviation men. An 
excess of good cheer and fellowship 
abounded. Red Cross Christmas pack- 
ages were distributed among the men 
Christmas morning. The men also en- 
joyed an excellent Christmas and New 
Year’s dinner. Christmas trees were 
placed in the Recreation Hall adding to 
the spirit of the holiday season here. 

* * * 

The month of December found nine 
new men ushered into our midst. They 
were promptly initiated into the daily 
routine and are now beginning to feel 
salty. * & 

Corporal Lenn was attached to the 
Service Company, being put in the motor 
shop. Corporal Townsend was attached 
to Headquarters Company and made as- 
sistant mail orderly. Private Innes and 
Private Leitess were attached to VO 
Squadron. Private Dick, a former Quan- 
tico Quartermaster man, was attached to 
Headquarters Company and made an 
understudy of the Sergeant Major. He 
is now one of the most popular men on 
the field having taken over the guard 
roster. First Sergeant Mitchell has 
taken over VO Squadron. Sergeant Sira, 
supply sergeant, is relieving Sergeant 
Reppenhagen and Private Smith has been 
attached to VO Squadron. 

* * * 


Seven last year’s men, most of them 
former college players, and three new 
men have reported for the aviation bas- 
ketball team. According to reports, it 
is expected that aviation will have one 
of the best teams that has been produced 
in several years. 

There is an extra tough schedule 
ahead of the would be “Lindberghs” 
which finds them putting in plenty of 
serious practice each afternoon. The 
three-game series with Campo will keep 
the “Lindies” on their feet throughout 
the series for, according to reports, 
Campo has an excellent team this year. 
They will also find plenty of opposition 
in many of the native teams in this 
section. The aviation team will also 
stack up against one of the best teams 
in Panama shortly after New Year. 

The men who reported for the team 
are: Craig, Horne, Slick, Dick, Walker, 
Anderson, Arndt, Newbold, Hoffman, 
Inman and Hall. 

* 

On the 25th of December, a five plane 
formation was flown to sea off Corinto 
to greet General Berkeley, the new 
Commanding General of the Second 
Brigade. A similar formation, on the 
29th, bade farewell to General Bradman 
who returned to the United States. On 
the 25th and again on the 27th, two 
planes with full armament escorted the 
trains on which General Berkeley and 
his family came from Corinto to 
Managua and in which General Bradman 
journeyed from Managua to Corinto. 
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SECOND BRIGADE NEWS 

By “Nerts & Berlts” 

Friends, Romans, and fellow Grease- 
balls of the Knights of the Garage ... 
According to the code, this is about the 
first appearance in “The Leatherneck” 
of the Secon2z Brigade Motor Transport. 
Using that as an excuse, I can only 
say that there are not many very in- 
teresting events, etc., happening within 
the realm of the Garage, so, therefore, 
we must look back over the past year in 
order to accumulate enough news to print. 
Last March a bunch of the fellows, 
tractor drivers and mechanics, led by 
Captain Hardy, Motor Transport Officer, 
journeyed to the famous city of Ocotal. 
Our job was to ferry 10 tractors and 
11 trailers to the town of Leon on the 
railroad. The Tractor Train left Ocotal 
on the morning of the 20th of March, 
and after a hectic trip arrived in Leon 
on the Ist of April. We had several 
breakdowns and small accidents, but 
eventually arrived “O. K.” After it was 
all over overyone decided that it had 
been a great trip... but ... imagine 
our embarrassment upon arriving at 
Managua to find the whole town fiat. 
After going up one side and down the 
other for so long, anything flat looked 
pretty good to us, so we still considered 
it home, sweet home. Our only regret, 
however, was the fact that the famous 
“Pan Am” Restaurant—the Greaseballs’ 
hangout—was squashed in the quake. 
The garage force was certainly kept 
on the go all during the quake. The 
men all worked in a most commend- 
able manner, some of them being fortu- 
nate enough to receive commendations 
for their work. After the effects of the 
quake had worn off, the construction 
work in Campo de Marte was resumed. 
This kept the garage working seven days 
a week for quite awhile, hauling dirt 
and building materials. Since the con- 
struction work has been practically com- 
pleted, Captain Hardy and the Chief 
Mechanic, Private Bowers, suc- 
ceeded in giving the Graham and G. M. 
C. trucks a complete overhauling and 
everything is once more_ running 
smoothly. 
The other day the Chief Mechanic de- 
cided he was going to be a recruit once 
more and shipped over. Since then he 
has gone on furlough to the States—to 
learn how to stay on a motorcycle with- 
out a safety belt. On his leaving, the 
mechanical end of the garage was turned 
over to Private Servadio and Pfc. 
Iwasko, mechanics de luxe. Our tire re- 
pair man, Corporal Wright, seems to 
make a lot of noise, but he sure pro- 
duces results. Since the arrival of the 
new gas and oil man, Private Peddiccord, 
business has picked up. You should see 
him, boy, oh boy! And then there is the 
storeroom keeper, Pfc. Cook. Talk 
about handing out growls, he gives until 
it hurts and boy does he bruise easily? 
Yes, we have some remarkable people 
here. There’s Private Lucas, the master 
truck driver, also well versed on regu- 
lations. The truckmaster, Sergeant Jen- 
kins, is also one of those. He is always 
trying to get the hard working dispatch- 
ers Corporal Mansfield and Private 
Spelts to plant some flowers or water 
the lawn. Anything to make them work 
harder. At that we must admit that we 
have a pretty good looking barracks 
now. Well to polish off this epistle 
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properly, I must recall, to former mem- 
bers of this outfit, the famous Pisote 
bear—“Chicha.” He is still on the war- 
path looking for someone to bite. 

Well, this is about all for now so as 
the Governor of North Dakota said to 
the Governor of South Carolina—“Oil’s 
well that ends well.” Moral—Oily to 
bed and oily to rise, etc. 


Haiti 
BOWEN FIELD, HAITI 
By I. Schneider 

Having given you the low-down on who 
won the prize money in the Polo Club 
Handicap Grand Sweepstakes in the last 
issue of “The Leatherneck,” we’re tell- 
ing you now that another Grand Sweep- 
stakes will be run at our very own race- 
track on February 21st. Who wins, but 
not why, will be the gist of our article 
in the next issue. 

The basketball season is over. Three 
cheers! What for? Well, we didn’t do 
so good this season, having finished in 
fifth place out of six teams. The Brigade 
Headquarters five came out on top with 
nine wins and one loss and were followed 
in succession by the Field Hospital quin- 
tet, Signal, Second Regiment, Aviation 
and Motor Transport. A word should be 
spoken in behalf of the latter team. 
They didn’t win a game all season, yet 
they showed the spirit that it takes to 
win games. Limited in number, they 
make up for it in their fighting spirit. 
This is true in all athletic events that 
this organization participates in. And 
it’s a mighty tribute to their command- 
ing officer, Lieutenant Meintz. 

The Sikorsky made two trips to Guan- 
tanamo Bay, Cuba, and return, for the 
purpose of ferrying an OL-9 to this 
station. The latter ship was used in the 
aerial survey of the Northern Coast of 
Haiti. Lieutenant Scollin piloted the 
amphibian and Gunnery Sergeant Paul 
did the photographing, while Corporal 
“Dave” Shenk took care of the welfare 
of the ship itself. 

We are in the midst of our gunnery 
and bombing practices. Observation 
Squadron Nine-M is out to make it three 
straight in its class, and this we believe 
to be a record. The mail trips are made 
after gunnery and the flying time is 
mounting. During the month of January 
this squadron had over 267 flying hours 
to its credit. And although February is a 
short month, at the rate we are now going, 
this month will far surpass that time. 

Oh, yes, we have talkies down in Port 
au Prince now. That is we have them 
in the Second Regiment theatre. Two 
shows are given daily and one on Sun- 
day evening. The first batch of pictures 
were mostly of the gangster type. We 
not only can see, but actually hear a 
fifteen-shot report from a _ six-shooter! 
Of course this puts “Abie” Johnson out 
of a job. He no longer can ask us to 
turn the machine when the power gives 
out. Trucks leave the Guard house in 
sufficient time to permit us to get the 
choice seats down at the Regiment the- 
atre so there’s that much balm in that. 

Now that the pool table is in working 
order again, the recreation room is well 
filled with participants. The sharks 
(especially “Stinky” Q. M. Davis) are 
ever out to get their fish, and get to 
shoot quite a bit of free pool. Never- 
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theless, the boys are practicing up and 
before long we'll be sporting several 
Hoppes, Schaeffers and Cochranes all our 
own. 

The Morale Fund, through our able 
Athletic and Morale Officer, Lieutenant 
Walker, have subscribed to a dozen 
magazines and a couple of newspapers. 
Coupled with the library, the men will 
be able to have all sorts of reading to 
help them while away their time, if and 
when the rainy season starts in. 

The March “Kittery” will remove 
quite a number of old-timers from our 
midst. “Chick” Reynolds, builder, con- 
tractor, carpenter and man-of-all-trades, 
will be leaving these parts. We under- 
stand that MT-Set. Bill Groves will 
come down here in May as his relief. 
Sergeant Arnold also of the CCC gang 
(carpenter, contracting and construction) 
will be going, as will our Aerological 
bozo whom we once accused of being 
lackadaisical, no other than Alfred B. 
Bowman. Fred Glatz, Fred Clement, 
“Dutch” Drewes, “Dickey Boy” Nolan, 
“Stinky” Q. M. Davis, “Abie” Gold- 
mintz, “Wop” Donato, “Whitey” John- 
son and Tom Hill, our erstwhile Corps- 
man, complete the gang who will return 
to northern shores in March. 

“Big Boy” Cowie reenlisted on the 6th 
and is the longest timer in the squadron. 
Alex goes back to the States soon and 
he, like Staff Sergeants Long and Treve- 
lyan, is going to try a tour on the west 
coast. 

Indeed, we omitted “Polo Buster” Ol- 
sok from the list of men who are return- 
ing to the States. Our error, and beg 
pardon, ete., Olsok. Yet with Olsok, 
Drewes and Donato removed from our 
midst the polo team which Captain 
Rogers has worked so hard to get into 
shape will be sadly depleted. If Quan- 
tico will send us down a few athletes, 
however, it will help us out a lot. We 
need men who play baseball, basketball 
and polo so that we can put fast, good 
teams in the field. 

Believe it or not, you are now ad 
finem. 


° 
Old Timers’ Corner 
HAITIAN ECHOES 
By Fred E. Darling 

Remember the old 54th Company? 
Way back almost two decades ago, Cap- 
tain H. O. Smith was appointed company 
commander and ordered to Norfolk, Va. 
The non-commissioned officers were all 
taken from various East Coast posts and 
sent to Norfolk to board the U. S. S. 
“Hancock.” 

From Norfolk the ship sailed for 
Charleston, S. C., where the rest of the 
company joined this nucleus. These, 
under the leadership of First Sergeant 
Reynolds, were all recruits fresh from 
Parris Island. After the necessary prepa- 
rations, the “Hancock” headed for Cuban 
waters where the news of Admiral 
Dewey’s death reached them. 

Early in 1917, the company disem- 
barked at Cape Haitien, and proceeded 
by tug to Fort Libertie and then to 
Quanamithe, where it was stationed. 
The duty was to patrol the borders of 
Haiti and San Domingo. The 54th re- 
mained on duty there until the latter 
part of 1918 when it was transferred 
back to Cape Haitien. As the company 
grew in size and prestige, the command- 
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ing officers were Captain Smith, Lieu- 
tenant Rosenweig, Captain Cooper, Cap- 
tain Burston, Captain Adams, Lieuten- 
ants Martin, Hatfield, and Helay. 

In 1918, First Sergeant Reynolds 
joined the Haitian Gendarme, and Gun- 
nery Sergeant McLaren was promoted 
to “top”. At this time, a large detach- 
ment of privates who had been recom- 
mended for promotion was transferred 
to the States. Finally, the detail was 
diminished to only the men who had 
come from Parris Island and Sergeant 
Nehls was promoted to First Sergeant, 
thus going from Private to First Ser- 
geant in two years. From then on, the 
54th was very busy with native troubles 
and saw action in 1919 until the com- 
pany was finally disbanded. 


CHIPS FROM AN OLD LOG 


Back in "99 and around Spanish War 
time at the old Marine Headquarters in 
Washington, D. C., there was something 
doing all the time, and not only were 
there a lot of “Rookies”, as they were 
then called (the day of the “Boot” and 
“Gob” had not yet arrived), but also a 
fair sprinkling of old timers, “Bucks” 
and “Non-coms” whose careers harked 
back to that fabled time of “Wooden 
ships and Iron men.” 

One of the most prominent of these 
that I remember was Sergeant Major 
Thomas F. Hayes. And what a man he 
was! He stood over six feet tall and 
was built in proportion, weighing at least 
two hundred and fifty pounds, and with 
a voice like the famed “Bull of Bashan.” 

He made a striking appearance in his 
tunic, spiked helmet, and “cheese- 
knife,” when he appeared on the parade 
ground at “Full Dress Parade,” and at 
drill I can remember how those “Rookies” 
stepped high, wide and handsome when 
he let loose one of those celebrated roars 
which reverberated across the parade 
ground. 

Another picturesque old timer drilled 
the rifle squad—Gunnery Sergeant Sam- 
uel G. Mawson, the best old timer I 
ever met up with. Everyone knew him 
as “Sammie,” and I guess that he was 
always called that. He served in the 
regulars back in 61, later took on in the 
Marines, and was retired in the spring 
of 1900. 

Still another was Bugler Nolan, who 
at that time was about ready to retire. 
I will never forget the way that he 
sounded “Taps” at the time that the 
victims of the “Maine” were buried in 
the National Cemetery at Arlington. We 
fired our three volleys, and Nolan came 
forward to sound off. All the high Army 
and Navy officials, including the Presi- 
dent, Admiral Dewey, General Miles, and 
many others were present, but Nolan 
never turned a hair. He raised his bugle, 
and to this day, I have never heard 
“Taps” sounded like that. 

Then there were Sergeants Kehoe, 
Ingraham, and Chaffee, all with “hash- 
marks” working toward their elbows. 
Corporal Sauer also sported one or two. 
W. J. Boyd was a “Buck” and so was 
Markey. Hayes, Boyd, Ingraham and 
Markey were later member of the Ma- 
rine Corps Rifle Team at Sea Girt, N. J. 

Colonel Harrington was Commanding 
Officer, while we had for Lieutenants 
McHuey, Wallace and Salladay. 

When we had a full dress parade we 
donned our tunics, with the leather band 
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across the inside, in front of the collar, 
(not the neck), so we of the old school 
can truthfully claim that we were real 
“Leathernecks,” you see, and, with the 
spiked helmet, and chin strap, you bet 
that when we “Passed in Review” to the 
music of Santelman and his Marine Band 
we were quite a spectacle. 

A rather mysterious incident took 
place while I was at Headquarters, and 
while some of the details may have 
slipped my mind, perhaps someone may 
remember more of it than I write. I 
am calling no names, for the reason 
that I can’t think of the names of all 
those that were involved. 

One day several of the boys got to- 
gether and decided that a “Keg” would 
go pretty good, and as there seemed to 
be an unusually dumb young “Looie” on 
for the Officer of the Day, it seemed to 
be an easy matter. The keg was 
brought in at the General’s gate. “How 
come?” you say. Well, the General 
(Heywood) had an orderly, and the gate 
was at the end of a long sentry beat and, 
besides, the sentry—well, just draw your 
own conclusions. The keg was tapped 
and everything went fine for a time, but 
that damn “Looie” turned out to be not 
as dumb as he appeared, and the “house 
was pinched.” 

The keg, with quite a little in it, went 
to the office and, of course, it was “Of- 
fice hours” in the morning. Morning 
came, and to the amazement (7?) of all 
concerned, it was found that, instead of 
beer, the keg contained water. The mat- 
ter ended right there, but to this day, 
there are very few who can explain that 
mystery, possibly but one or two, as it 
all happened over thirty years ago. 

The only moral that I can point to is, 
that you can’t always tell about those 
“Looies.” Sometimes they are not so 
dumb and some of them turn out to be 
pretty good sports. 

In my time a Marine had to put in a 
month in the kitchen some time during 
his hitch, and mine came along right 
after I had been sent to Washington 
from the Boston Barracks. My job was 
to help wash the dishes and set the 
tables in the mess hall, ete. 

It was the morning of Thanksgiving 
and I was puttering around the mess 
hall, for of course we had “Big Eats” 
that day. As I was getting the tables 
ready the outside door opened and a 
tall, oldish man came in. He was dressed 
in civilian clothes, and I took him to be 
an old timer getting back from his re- 
enlistment furlough, so I told him to 
hang around a minute and I would swipe 
him a hunk of pie if I could do it with- 
out Sergeant Mawson getting wise. 

The old fellow smiled and _ said: 
“Don’t bother, thanks, I have just eaten 
breakfast.” 

Just then Mawson came in from the 
kitchen and, somewhat to my surprise, 
saluted the old man. He returned the 
salute and said: “How is everything 
this morning, Mawson?” “Fine, Gen- 
eral,” replied Mawson. 

Believe me, I went out to the kitchen, 
for that was Brigadier General Charles 
Heywood. I don’t know whether he 


told “Sammie” or not, but “Sammie” 
seemed to find something funny about 
me for quite a while after that. 

By the way, when the G. A. R. held 
their national encampment in Boston a 
few years ago, “The Boston Globe” had 
a picture of, and carried quite a story 
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about, Sergeant Mawson. Any of you 
fellows who were at Guantanamo in ’98 
must have met him, for he was on the 
U. S. S. “Marblehead” as First Ser- 
geant. 

Looking backward one can hardly real- 
ize that over thirty years have passed, 
and that many of our old comrades have 
“fallen in” for the last time, in any 
earthly formation. We that are left are 
still “Leathernecks” in spirit, if not in 
fact, and when we, too, answer the last 
call, let us hope that we will find our 
comrades in that place where 


“If the Army and the Navy ever look on 
heaven’s scenes, 
They will find the streets are guarded 
By United States Marines.” 
“Old Leatherneck.” 


Miscellany 


TELL IT TO THE MARINES 
By H. R. Heath 

Several weeks ago in the “Question 
Box” conducted in a local radio broad- 
cast known as “Crosscuts from the Log 
of the Day,” by Dr. Lawrence L. Cross, 
going on the air from the San Francisco 
studios of the National Broadcasting 
Company, someone requested informa- 
tion as to the origin of the expression, 
“Tell It to the Marines.” Since then 
I’ve often wondered how many men in 
our Corps know from what reputed 
source that very befitting phrase found 
its birth. In consequence, I am submit- 
ting in part, the data that was broad- 
cast by Dr. Cross on his program. 

In his “How It Began” feature in the 
San Francisco Daily News, cartoonist 
Murphy related that the phrase “Tell It 
to the Marines” sprang from the con- 
tempt of sailors for the ability of Ma- 
rines as seamen. The original phrase, 
according to Murphy, was “Tell it to the 
Marines, a sailor won’t believe it.” 

According to the book “Fix Bayonets,” 
by Captain John W. Thomason, Jr., U. S. 
Marine Corps, the saying was originated 
by King Charles II of England, an emi- 
nent “wise-cracker” of his time, and in 
whose reign the English formed the first 
real sea regiment. I quote Captain 
Thomason as follows: 

“They relate of Charles II at White- 
hall that a certain sea captain, newly 
returned from the western ocean, told 


the the king about flying fish, a thing 
never heard of in old England. 

“The king and the court were vastly 
amused. But, the naval fellow persist- 
ing, the merry monarch beckoned to a 
lean, dry colonel of the sea regiment, and 
said: ‘Colonel, this tarry-breeks here 
makes sport of us stay-at-homes. He 
tells us of a miraculous fish that for- 
sakes its elements and flies like a bird 
over the water!’ 

“ ‘Sire,’ replied the colonel of Marines, 
‘he tells a true thing. I myself have 
often seen those fish in your majesty’s 
seas around Barbados.’ 

“*Well,’ decided Charles, ‘such evi- 
dence cannot be disputed. Hereafter, 
when we hear a strange thing, we will 
tell it to the marines, for the marines go 
everywhere and see everything, and if 
they say it is so, we will believe it.’.” 

In an article published in the New 
York Times entitled “King Charles First 
said ‘Tell It to the Marines’” it is 
pointed out that in a book of naval terms 
and customs recently published in Eng- 
land, among other expressions, the au- 
thor, Commander Lowry, gives the 
source of “Tell It to the Marines,” and 


accordingly states that that faithful 
diarist, Samuel Pepys, records its 
origin. 


He had been telling King Charles of 
fish which sailors had seen flying. The 
courtiers were incredulous, but an offi- 
cer of the Maritine Regiment of Foot 
who happened to be present confirmed 
the tale out of his own observation. At 
this the King turned to Pepys and said: 
“From the very nature of their calling 
no class of our subjects can have so wide 
a knowledge of seas and lands as the 
officers and men of our loyal maritine 


regiment. Henceforward ere ever we 
cast doubts upon a tale that lacks likeli- 
hood, we shall first tell it to the 
marines.” 


So it seems that a royal quip has a 
royal origin. 

The article further states that like 
many phrases adapted from a different 
mode of life, this one has been twisted 
out of its original meaning. Nowadays 
we tell it to the Marines without hope 
of verification. 

Editor’s Note: In the above article, 
contributed by Mr. Heath, of Headquar- 
ters, Department of the Pacific, we find 
four distinct sources of a famous ex- 
pression, “Tell it to the Marines.” Ob- 
viously three are erroneous, and it is 
more than likely that the actual origin 
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will ever remaind veiled in the oblivion 
of its antiquity. The most recent hy- 
pothesis, attributed to Samuel Pepys, 
has been blasted by no less authority 
than its own author. 

Our historian relates that many weary 
hours were expended in searching Pepys’ 
Diary for the original story, and, find- 
ing it not, a letter was dispatched to 
Colonel R. Foster of the Royal Marines, 
requesting his aid in trapping the illu- 
sive phrase, concealed somewhere in its 
lair of Pepys’ loquacity. The Royal 
Marine colonel replied to the effect that 
Colonel W. P. Drury, who was reputed 
to have unearthed the phrase by Pepys, 
had been merely exercising his own 
imagination. 

Colonel Drury was properly amused 
and gratified. He states that the phrase 
was taken from the preface of his earli- 
est literary crime, “The Petrified Eye,” 
which, he says, “is a leg-pull of my youth 
of which I have grown a little ashamed. 
I seem to have forged the style of 
Pepys’ so successfully that many besides 
our distinguished American comrade 
have wasted time in hunting through the 
diary to verify my statement. For it 
does not exist, being no more than a 
fabrication of my own mischievous brain. 
At the same time I venture to think my 
explanation of the obnoxious phrase will 
serve as well as any other.” 

We are further indebted to our his- 
torian for the information that “Tell it 
to the Marines” has been current in the 
United States Navy for centuries. 

E. C. Wines in his “Two Years and a 
Half in the Navy” wrote from the “Con- 
stellation” in 1829 that: 

“A marine is a sort of ambidexterous 
animal—half horse, half alligator. His 
duties alternate between those of a sailor 
and a soldier. He is a being for whom 
the genuine tar entertains very little re- 
spect, and on the other hand his con- 
tempt is repaid, if not without interest, 
at least without abating a solitary farth- 
ing of the principal. When a sailor 
hears a fish story, his only answer al- 
most always is, ‘Tell that to the 
Marines.’ ” 

Not quite so flattering, this one, is it? 

How many such theories have been 
born only to perish before accepted, one 
can only surmise. It is a catchy phrase, 
and we wish we could furnish its origin, 
irrefutably, and naturally with an adula- 
tory connotation. 


MARINE MARATHONER 


We have seen Marines in all parts 
of the world, turning their hands to all 
manner of tasks. In fact, our conception 
of the present day Marine and ex-Marine 
is a modern “jack of all trades.” Every 
walk of life finds one or more Leather- 
necks in it. So it was no surprise to find 
a former Gyrene participating in a dance 
marathon held in the Washington audi- 
torium. 

Israel Kremer, ex-private in the 
United States Marine Corps, won third 
prize in this marathon, by dancing for 
1252 consecutive hours. Kremer enlisted 
in the Corps on January 29, 1926, and 
was discharged by a special order by rea- 
son of the dependency of his mother, on 
March 12, 1927. During his term of duty 
he served with the mail guards. 

Kremer lives in Toledo, Ohio, and has 
made a name for himself in these dance 
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marathons. In 1928 he won one in To- 
ledo and established a new record, at 
that time, of 867 hours and 5 minutes 
of consecutive dancing. Since that time 
he has participated in a total of three, 
and has never finished out of the money. 
His partner in this last contest, a local 
girl, collapsed and despite all Kremer’s 
efforts to bring her around, was unable 
to continue, thus disqualifying the team. 


MARATHON DANCE TEAM 


OLD RELIC RESTORED 

The “Philadelphia Ledger” printed the 
following interesting account of some 
of the work being done at the Motor 
Transport School in Philadelphia, Pa.: 

“A four-cylinder motor, relic of the 
beginning of aviation in the United 
States Marine Corps, has been restored 
to its original condition by the enlisted 
men in the Motor Transport School of 
the Marine Corps’ depot at Broad street 
and Washington avenue, with the view 
of presenting it to some museum in this 
city or Washington. 

“The motor, the third manufactured 
by the Wright brothers, was first used 
to propel a biplane of the twin-propeller 
pusher type, piloted by Major A. A. Cun- 
ningham, now post quartermaster at the 
Navy Yard. 

Major Cunningham is the father of 
aviation in the Marine Corps and made 
the first official flight of the corps from 
the Philadelphia Navy Yard field in 1911. 

“The plane in which this old motor was 
placed was later sent to Pensacola, Fla., 
and in 1914 was junked as outmoded. 
Major Cunningham learned of the de- 
commissioning of the plane and retrieved 
the motor as a memento. 

“For many years it remained in a box, 
almost forgotten, but recently the major 
told Captain Fred S. Robillard, motor 
transport officer at the Philadelphia Ma- 
rine Corps depot, about it. The captain 
persuaded Major Cunningham to let him 
have the motor for his class of mechanics 
to rebuild. 
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“Now, with the exception of a modern 
carburetor and magneto, the engine is in 
its original condition. Some parts were 
lost when the motor was junked and 
could not be replaced. 

“Mechanically the motor has several 
oddities when compared with designs of 
today. In the first place, it has no throt- 
tle to regulate the speed. The motor was 
slowed down by opening the exhaust 
valves, thereby releasing the compres- 
sion within the cylinders. The four in- 
take valves are of the automatic suction 
type. Its cylinders are of steel, being 
shaped on a lathe both inside and out, 
with copper water jackets soldered on 
the outsides. 

“This motor, serial No. 3, was the first 
built by the Wright brothers to be flown 
in Philadelphia, as well as being used to 
propel the original Navy Wright B-1 
plane. Major Cunningham was later the 
leader of the four squadrons of Marine 
Corps fliers which went to France with 
the A. E. F.” 


SMALL ARMS CASUALTIES 


Washington, D. C.—What has become 
of the soldiers, sailors and Marines who 
were wounded by pistol or revolver bul- 
lets during the World War 

A search of War Department records 
reveals that out of a total of 260,783 
casualties, killed and wounded, in the 
American military and naval forces in 
the war, only 242 were injured by pistol 
or revolver fire and of these, only 13 
died. 

The National Anti-Weapon Associa- 
tion is anxious to get in touch with all 
these 242 small-arms casualties. A. T. 
Rogers, secretary of the organization, 
himself is one of the 242, having stopped 
a German pistol bullet with his knee a 
few days before the Armistice, and he 
urges all of the others to communicate 
with him at national headquarters of the 
association in the Investment building, 
Washington, D. C., as promptly as pos- 
sible. 

Any person knowing where any of the 
men injured by pistol or revolver bullets 
in the war also is requested to communi- 
cate with the National Anti-Weapon As- 
sociation as soon as possible. 


SOLDIERS AND SAILORS CLUB 


John Doe, private, United States Ma- 
rine Corps, has just returned from his 
tour of tropical duty. He has been ac- 
tive in the service for three years with 
no chance to take a furlough. You see, 
Private Doe’s home is in the Middle 
West, and just the same as you and I, 
he has never had enough money to make 
a long trip home. Now he is stationed 
near New York City, the mecca of the 
East. He has heard a lot of tales about 
this great city and wants to go there 
for a short ten-day visit, but is afraid 
that his expenses will be too great. 
Now, Johnny, put your fears away for 
here is the way you can make your fur- 
lough to New York, have a wonderful 
time, and come back with a few dollars 
left. 

The Soldiers and Sailors Club of New 
York, located at 283 Lexington Avenue, 
between 36th and 37th Streets, sends 
you the following message: 

“The Soldiers and Sailors Club of 
New York extends a cordial welcome to 
all men in the Marine Corps. This Club 
is the only place of its kind, in the City 
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of New York, being exclusively for en- 
listed men on active duty in all the mili- 
tary services of the government (Army, 
Navy, Marine Corps, and Coast Guard). 

“Here you can park your hat and coat 
safely ... take as many showers as you 
like... read... write... play pool and 
billiards ... enjoy music and dancing .. . 
and get authentic information on where 
and how to go to places in Lil Ol’ New 
York. 

“Here is genuine hospitality . . . recre- 
ation and companionship of the most 
desirable kind . . . here you'll find ex- 
cellent food at moderate prices . . . and 
sleeping accommodations that are sim- 
ply glorious at fifty cents per night. 

“Make your New York headquarters 
at the Club for Service Men only. It’s 
YOUR Club... Your home in Lil. Ol’ 
New York. C’mon over! 

“The Club House is at 263 Lexington 
Avenue, between 36th and 37th Streets. 
Nearby are all the principal terminals of 
bus and railroad lines and the thousand 
and one points of interest in New York. 
It is only ten minutes from Times Square 
—the Heart of the World’s most famous 
theatrical district.” 

So there you are, Johnny, there is the 
solution. And that applies to all you 
men who have often wanted to go to 
New York, only to back out at the last 
moment for lack of what you thought 
were sufficient funds. There’s your 
necessities taken care of at a very mod- 
erate rate—only fifty (50) cents per 
night for a room as fine as any hotel 
room could be; and the food—remember 
the kind that Mother cooked? Well, 
this is almost as good and is also very 
moderately priced. So, Marines, quit 
your worrying about how to see New 
York without going broke for a year, 
and when you go, don’t forget to make 
the Soldiers and Sailors Club your 
headquarters. 


CHERRIES 
By Corporal Cito 


A year and a half out on a first 
cruise puts a young man far enough 
away from recruithood to permit a rea- 
sonable amount of retrospect. In the 
light of a future career as a Leather- 
neck, however, I am well aware that my 
cruising ship has just cleared the dock 
of inexperience; yet such has been the 
variety of my assignments that even as 
I note the receding pylons on the shore 
I am looking through no porthole. A 
fair expanse of land and water broadens 
my view. 

Few Marines have had the novel ex- 
perience of being born during a military 
campaign, and those who have missed 
the first opportunity are likely never to 
get another. On the twenty-third day of 
January, 1930, just as the Second Nica- 
raguan campaign was drawing to a close, 
I burst into the light of day within 
sound of the bugle call of Campo de 
Marte. The capital, Managua, was 
peacefully inclined, watched over like a 
sleeping child by her mother, La Loma. 
On the crest of La Loma was rising a 
magnificent white edifice—the new pal- 
ace of the president. A couple of miles 
to the eastward was another white build- 
ing—the Evelyn Briggs Cranska Me- 
morial Hospital, operated by American 
missionaries. Here, an American doc- 


tor and an American nurse, with poor, 
ineffective native help, gave the best 
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medical 
country. 

I have since been told of a prank I 
played on my arrival. The American 
doctor had been called to the distant city 
of Leon, and was unable to return in 
time to greet me. I had to rely upon 
that reputedly terrible practitioner—the 
Nicaraguan “M. D.” However, in this 
instance, I was surprisingly gratified to 
make a first acquaintance with a de- 
lightful Nicaraguan of the modern set, 
a graduate of the University of Pennsy|- 
vania, who spoke the language of my 
parents with ease and evident gusto. 
The American doctor, returning, was 
most disappointed in being thus caught 
absent. 

My full name is David Anthony 
Snedaker, but I couldn’t answer roll call 
to all that. The natives called me “dah- 
veed”, and then added “see-to” to it 
meaning “little David.” The modern 
trend toward brevity and nicknames, 
however, soon cut it to “See-to”, spelled 
“Cito.” I was also called “corazoncito, 


assistance obtainable in the 


criaturita, baroncito, and bebecito,” but 
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why bring that up? Ninety-nine per 
cent of the babies born in Nicaragua are 
brown, and I felt a certain distinction in 
belonging to the minority. 

When I was 16—that is, 16 days—lI 
attended my first movie in the amphi- 
theatre at the Campo. Talkies had not 
yet invaded Nicaragua. Not long after- 
ward I saw one of the weekly sunset 
parades that all my fellow Marines used 
to sound off so vociferously about. I 
thought at first that the sun could not 
set until the Marines had marched back 
and forth in the long slanting rays of 
its still hot light, but one day I found 
out. The general had left town on an 
inspection tour, and the Marines, free 
from the drudge of parade, took a holi- 
day. As I looked out from a hospital 
window over the trees toward La Loma, 
the sun, as always, dipped into Asso- 
sosea, the sapphire crater lake behind 
the hill, and was extinguished. Parade 
or no parade, the sun had set. 

The sun had just about set on my 
father’s tropical tour, too. Joining the 
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Army Transport “Chaumont” at Corinto 
when I was just three months old, our 
whole family set sail for the Canal Zone. 
No, not our whole family, for Burschel, 
the English setter born in Campo de 
Marte a year before my arrival, was 
refused passage. The ferocious captain 
said he could not come aboard. The dog 
was as good a sentinel over me as any 
Marine could be. I needed him for a 
playmate and a guard; but rules are 
rules, and Burschel had to live and board 
with Jack Griffith, my British friend at 
Corinto, for nine long months before I 
was to see him again. 

Life abcard ship suited me fine. The 
only annoyance was from the pretty, 
dumb things that used to come by my 
straw bassinet and coo at me. Even when 
I was asleep, one young wife—tempo- 
rarily widowed—would insist on picking 
me up crudely and éxhibiting me all 
around the deck, like a prize duckling at 
a county fair. You would think they 
had not been babies once themselves! 


The United States was my fifth coun- 
try. After Nicaragua came Panama, 
with a trip via coche about the dirty 
streets of cld Panama City, through 
spotless Balboa, and up the heights of 
Ancon, stopping long enough at the Gov- 
ernment Commissary to choose a Kiddie- 
Koop and some Mintons chinaware. Next 
came Cuba. In the terrific heat I was 
taken around the unsheltered bluffs of 
Guantanamo, persuaded to touch foot on 
Cuban soil at the waterfront. At Port 
au Prince, Haiti, a heavy wind barked 
at the waves, made them cringe higher 
and higher, almost into the motor launch 
that took me ashore. After a sightsee- 
ing trip by auto, debate and purchase 
of some straw-seated chairs, and the 
usual foot-touching on foreign soil, it be- 
gan to rain. The heavens opened and 
great flashes dropped through with deaf- 
ening roars. Finally, clinging to my 
Mother, with my Daddy close behind, 
we made a dash for the drenched launch 
jumping like a wild mare at a hitching 
post. Then, with a hundred others 
aboard, we put to sea. It seemed that 
our good ship had moved further away. 
After what seemed hours of tossing and 
churning about, with the fierce wind 
whipping the salty crests into our faces, 
and the cool evening rain pelting the 
tarpaulin overhead, the “Chaumont” was 
sighted. Bouncing like a rubber ball at 
the foot of the starboard gangway, the 
boat deposited its load one at a time, 
as the peak of the billows was repeatedly 
reached. At length we were under way 


for the United States, and Hampton 
Roads. 
After a month’s spoilation at the 


hands of fond grandparents (I am the 
only grandchild in both families) it was 
hard to settle down to recruit camp 
routine at Parris Island. On June 7, 
1930, Captain John MacDonald signed 
me up for a four year cruise with the 
U. S. Marines. Having been accepted 
for enlistment at birth, an earlier age 
than the average, I am told, I was at 
once assigned to the recruit barracks 
and began my training as a Marine. My 
service record book was filled out and 
the Receiving Barracks photographer 
snapped my picture. What a Marine 
learns in recruit camp is in the nature 
of a secret, and nobody ever finds out 
all that a Marine acquires during those 
strenuous weeks of toil. So I will say 
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only that my good behavior and effi- 
cient compliance with the routine de- 
manded of me won my first chevon. 
On August 1, 1930, I was made a Private 
First Class, which is one rank closer to 
general than I had been before. My 
Mother insisted that I had been first 
class all along, but my father, who is a 
lieutenant, knew better. I could tell I 
had been promoted because my pay 
jumped from twenty-one to thirty cents 
a month. My bank account began to 
swell at a gratifying rate. 

As soon as the seven weeks’ training 
was completed I was transferred to 
Hampton Roads, Va., where ships called 
fairies, or ferries, come and go all day 
long without getting anywhere. I soon 
left for Pensacola where I was promoted 
to corporal. This brought me in 42 cents 
a month, which I considered a sizeable 
raise. Responsibilities developed, how- 
ever, so that I was soon earning that 
amount, in my opinion. Under super- 
vision, I learned to walk and talk, to the 
evident satisfaction of my superior of- 
ficers, male and female. For Saturday 
morning’s inspection, I had to have my 
half dozen teeth brushed, and don a spe- 
cial pair of rompers. Forty-two cents 
is surely not too high a price to receive 
for washing behind ears, knee scrubbing, 
and tooth brushing. 

When I was transferred to the 
Charleston, (S. C.) Navy Yard, I was 
happy. In the vast expanse of the Ma- 
rine Reservation, reasonably traffic free, 
I could romp and play without too close 
scrutiny. I had dates with other chil- 
dren, learned to push a “go-car” and pull 
a wagon. Inside a fenced-in play-pen 
twelve yards square beside my quarters 
were a sandbox, a pup tent, a swing, an 
acting bar, and a canvas swimming pool 
—all in proportion to my size. 

But the biggest addition came when 
the uniform changed from khaki to win- 
terfield and blues. My grandmother pre- 
sented me with a tailor-made suit of 
blues of her own needlework. It had 
miniature corporal’s chevrons, tiny col- 
lar ornaments, ’n everything complete. 
Every Wednesday morning I dress up in 
my blues and watch the weekly battalion 
parade and formal guard mounting on 
the drill field. I’ve learned to salute, too, 
although sometimes I have to be re- 
minded to salute officers first. This is a 
faux pas, I know, and must be overcome 
before I can be considered eligible for 
the grade of sergeant. 

Altogether the Marine Corps is a very 
nice place to live in, and with a little 
more rank I should make a good re- 
eruiter. I can strut like a sergeant 
major, bellow like a top kick, and stand 
as erect as the trumpeter on the Join- 
the-Marines posters. In other words, 
“life is just a bowl of cherries”—and red 
cherries at that. 


Jimmie had been sent to bed by his 
mother for using a swear word. When 
his father came home she sent him to 
punish the boy. 

“T’ll teach him to swear!” he roared, 
and started up the stairs. He tripped on 
the top step—and even his wife held her 
ears for a few moments. 

“You'd better come down now,” she 
called up after the air had cleared some- 
what. “He’s had enough for his first 
lesson.” —Exchange. 
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By T. P. Cullen 


I went into the mess hall. 
It was a warm day in December, 
Of course it was expected that 
Beans and Spuds would be the menu... 
But ’tis not always thus 
In the mysterious lottery of the Marine 
Corps. 
Imagine my stupefaction, consternation, 
Astonishment, delirium, 
For once the Mess Sergeant had sur- 
passed himself. 
On the table lay a glorious repast, 
of Spuds and Beans... ! 
—W. R. Neblett. 
* * * * 

Hymie wants to know if the Repro- 
duction Department at Quantico is an 
anti-birth control school. 

* * 


I bought my girl a ring for her birth- 
day. The jeweler said that it was four- 
teen karats. Not being a piker, I tossed 
in a bunch of radishes and a couple of 
turnips. Pul-lese Mister, Pul-lese! 

Things I’ve always wanted to know: 
Who killed Cock Robin, when does a 
haircut stop being a haircut, and why 
they call Sergeant R. H. Clark the Pub- 
lic Enemy? 


Leatherneck scouts report situation 
well in hand. High-ranking officer at 
Headquarters seen in his favorite fight- 
ing position: Chair tilted back, feet on 
desk, head drooped on chest, hands 
folded on stomach, wheezing sounds ema- 
nating from nostrils. 

* * 

Statistics claim that there are three 
girls in Washington to every man. Wish 
that someone would find my three and 
send them home to papa. 

* * 

A subscriber writes, “I want a good 
job,” in answer to our WHAT DO YOU 
WANT FOR CHRISTMAS? So do I, 
Buddy, so do I. 


* * * 


A sign in a Washington, D. C., 


garage: 
Cars washed............. $1.00 
Austins dunked........... 25 


* * 

“I wouldn’t marry you if you were 
the last woman on earth,” said the proud 
young man, “and I just got out of the 
Navy.” 

* * * 

I just learned that: A colored man 
served in the Marine Corps; the Marine 
Corps will be reduced to 15,343 men by 
June 1; John Miljan, the actor, Grant 
Powers, the cartoonist, Tom Boyd, the 
writer, and George Hagen, the wrestler, 
are ex-Marines; an enlisted man can 
purchase a Marine Corps Manual; Lou 
Wylie is (maybe it’s “was”’) the wife of 
a Sergeant in the Marine Corps: Doc 
Clifford doesn’t like to run a typewriter 
—says he would sooner “pen” his notes; 
there are lady Marines—Marinettes 
they call them; Colonel Gulick hands 
out Deck Courts to men caught with 
their hands in their pockets; five ad- 
mirals of the U. S. Navy reach the re- 
tirement age during the year 1932; the 
U. S. Navy was the first regular cus- 
tomer for radio telegraph apparatus in 
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this country; three brothers enlisted in 
the Navy on the same day, at the same 
place, and went through training with 
the same company; every ship and shore 
station paper carries a notice of church 
services; the U. S. S. “Akron” has stow- 
age space for five completely assembled 
planes, and that planes can attach or 
detach themselves while the “Akron” is 
in flight; Marines had a hockey team 
that never met defeat; the Marine Corps 
had but one Sergeant Major for twenty- 
two years (Sergeant Major Edward 
Dunn 1864 to 1866); a Marine shipped 
over by radio; Bobby Jones, the golfer, 
likes Marines. He autographed 45 
score cards for the Marines from the 
Navy Yard at Philadelphia who served 
as course guards during his last ama- 
teur tournament (Aw right, wise guy, 
I got one.) * * * & 

Two spareribs to the guy who held the 
candle while his mother chopped the 
wood. * * * & 

If you, Greta Garbo and a package of 
Lucky Strike cigarettes were in the same 
room, would you reach for a Lucky in- 
stead of a Swede? 

* 

Egoism uncrowned: A note recently 
found on a mathematics paper in the 
Marine Corps Institute read thusly: This 
question cannot be solved. There must 
be a misprint. 

* x 

Gunnery Sergeant Robinson, just re- 
cently home from sea, was heard to re- 
mark: “You couldn’t get me aboard an- 
other ship if she was loaded with hot 
cakes, cruising up a river of molasses, 
and scheduled to stop at Butter Island.” 

Wee Willie Edmondson, erstwhile gen- 
eral factotum of “The Leatherneck,” re- 
cently received his discharge and trans- 
portation money and hied himself home- 
ward. Willie lives somewhere in Okla- 
homa, just north of the Mason and 
Dixon line. Well, he arrived safely and 
the first person he met was an old 
neighbor. The ancient patriarch stroked 
his whiskers and eyed Willie’s nice blue 
uniform. 

“Hello What’re 
home?” 

“Didn't you know the war’s over?” 

“Well, I swan. Who won?” 

“We did.” 

“Sure,” said the old man. “You know, 
I always did have confidence in that fel- 
low Grant.” * * * 

Hymie writes a musical hit, “I owe 
everybody I know.” 

* * * 


A SHORT, SHORT STORY 
By Hymie 
“Watch him make a fool of himself,” I 
heard someone whisper. 
It was the first big party of the year 
and the room fairly rocked, spun, swam 
and whirled with laughter. Instantly all 
attention centered upon me. With all the 
nonchalance of a Murad smoker, and 
with the fearless self-confidence of a 
Listerine imbiber, I staggered majesti- 
cally to the piano. Blinded by my sud- 
den rise of popularity, I fumbled about 
in confusion. A soft murmur of laugh- 
ter rippled like a cataract over the 
crowd. Then, the very soul of the piano 
poured forth in melody. The slow, de- 
liberate notes of Chopin’s “Funeral 
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March” swelled into the thundering roar 
of “Chopsticks,” and slowly retarded 
into that soothing, heart-touching dirge, 
“You’re the Cream in my Coffee.” Pan- 
demonium broke loose. “More, More!” 
went up the roar of the crowd. But 
Alas, those were the last three nickels 
I had! * * * 


Hymie says: “They call me opportunity 
because I’m always knocking.” 


* * 


Dear Miss Barebax: (Ed. Note. I’m 
Miss Barebax in disguise). 

I am engaged to a man, but he says 
he simply can’t bear children. What 
shall I do? —Minnie HaHa. 

Dear Miss HaHa: 

You can’t expect too much of a fellow. 

* Miss B. 


Latest radios from Stockholm, Swe- 
den, report that a farmer’s wife, en 
route from her country home to a hos- 
pital, gave birth to triplets. She was 
traveling by automobile. The first child 
was born at Shoennbaeck. The second 
was born at Genat. The third was born 
at Dalby. 

Boy, ain’t it awful what these coun- 
try roads will do to a person? 

* x 

Whenever I see two girls kiss each 
other, it reminds me of a couple of 
prize fighters shaking hands. 

* 

“The Yanks are coming,” hummed the 
dentist. 

Now that the skirts are being worn 
longer, we'll have to take a course in 
the art of remembering faces. 

* * * 


Staff Sergeant Rausch, who was re- 
cently married, pleads: 

“Mr. Merchant, listen: 

“For the following reasons I am un- 
able to send you the check you asked 
for; I have been held up, held down, 
walked on, sat on, flattened out and 
squeezed. 

“First by the Government for war 
tax, income tax, personal tax, property 
tax, State tax, city tax, dog tax, auto 
tax (half dozen ways), including gas 
tax; liberty bond loans, thrift stamps, 
capital stock, and every society and or- 
ganization that the inventive mind of 
man can construct to extract what I 
may or may not have in my possession. 
From the society of St. John the Bap- 
tist, the Grand Army of the Republic, 
the Women’s Relief, the Navy League, 
the Red Cross, the Black Cross, the 
Children’s Home, the Dorcas Society, the 
Young Women’s Christian Society, the 
Young Men’s Christian Society, the Boy 
Scouts, the Girl Scouts, the Jewish Re- 
lief, the Belgium Relief, the Near East 
Relief, and every hospital in town. 

“The Government has so managed my 
business that I don’t know whether I’m 
coming or going or who owns it. I am in- 
spected, examined, re-examined, in- 
formed, reformed, misinformed, required, 
and commanded so much that I don’t 
know who I am, where I am, or why 
I am here. 

“All that I know is that I am supposed 
to be inexhaustible in the supply of money 
for every known need, desire or hope of 
the human race. Because I will not 


give all away I am cussed, discussed, 
boycotted, talked about, lied about, lied 
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to, held up, hung up, robbed and damn 
near ruined, and the only reason I am 
clinging to life is to see what in the 
hell is coming next.” 


* 


Farewell 
To those who wish me well, good-bye! 
To those who don’t—farewell, 
And if we meet no more on earth, 
I'll see you all in hell. 
(By Rentfrow—Thanks, Pal.) 


Thirty-seven 


the committee to make the dance the out- 
standing event of the season. It was; 
all had a good time, and it is to be hoped 
that when the next dance committee is 
selected, those who rendered such yeo- 
man service will not be overlooked. 


DURFOE, GEORGE B.—Last 
heard of in Philadelphia, 1928. 
Served with Company K, 13th 
Regiment Marines. Anyone know- 
ing this comrade’s present address 
is requested to write Charles 
Regini, 3501 Avenue Q%, Galves- 
ton, Texas. 


HEADQUARTERS HOP 


Muster rolls, pay rolls and transfers 
were forgotten, formality and rank cast 
aside as the A. & I. Department of 
Headquarters Marine Corps merged into 
one big happy family for their annual 
dance on February 10th at the Audi- 
torium of the Marine Barracks. A large 
attendance had been expected but the 
crowd that filled the spacious hall far 
exceeded the fondest hopes of the dance 
committee, headed by none other than 
our genial friend “Doc” Miller. 

A receiving line, composed of Messrs. 
Nubson, O’Toole, Browne and Mrs. 
Edenton met all comers at the door with 
a big smile and outstretched hands. 

Glancing around one noticed General 
and Miss Lane smiling and bowing to 
all; Colonel and Mrs. Randall, Major 
and Mrs. Ostermann and Major Thacher 
chatting; and Major Marmion nodding to 
the gliding couples. Chief Quartermaster 
Clerk O’Toole, “Bob” himself, just re- 
turned from Haiti, renewed old ac- 
quaintances and made a host of new 
ones. Welcome home, 

Features of the evening were door 
prizes, donated by Barrs, given to the 
lady and gentleman holding the lucky 
ticket. Who the young lady was, only 
“THE SHADOW” knows, while Mr. 
Thigpen, of Research was the lucky man. 
There was no prize waltz, but one and 
all agreed that had there been one a 
young lady from the Muster Roll sec- 
tion and a messenger from the Pay. De- 
partment would have been the fortunate 
couple. 

Delicious and appetizing refreshments, 
consisting of sandwiches and coffee, 
were served at 10:30; and running true 
to Marine form, fifteen minutes later 
found nary a crumb or drop left. Were 
they good? 

After intermission rolls of confetti, 
paper hats, horns, ete., were distributed. 
The hall was soon a bedlam of noise and 
a mass of paper. 

Music was furnished by a section of 
the Marine Band Orchestra, which 
speaks for itself. The Dance Commit- 
tee, “Doc” Miller, Chairman; Ruby Gil- 
lum, Ann McGoldrick and “Bob” Finu- 
cane are to be congratulated for the suc- 
cess of our Seventh Annual Dance. 
From the handshake of the reception 
committee to the final dance it was a 
fitting tribute to the untiring efforts of 


By F. G. Otis 

Joe Steinsdoerfer claims his car was 
painted with lacquer made from old 
talkies, which, as you know, is the latest 
invention. So when his car goes by again 
you will know it isn’t a radio you hear, 
but Lawrence Tibbet singing “Mighty 
Lacquer Rose.” 

Science tells us that life began in a 
few puddles of hot water in a big hole. 
Recruits who go through training at 
Parris Island know just what they mean. 

* 

Speaking of scientists reminds me—I 
was reading the other day of a Swedish 
scientist who has perfected a synthetic 
wood substitute for meat. He’s rather 
late—our rotund Mess Sergeant, Patty 
Wells, has been doing that for some 
time! * * & 

A book salesman tried to sell Marcus 
Robinson a book on military drills and he 
told the salesman he had forgotten more 
about the subject than the author ever 
knew. If the salesman had been on the 
job he would have suggested “Yemassee” 
buy the work called “Memory Training.” 

* 

William Grimes’ idea of tough luck is 
to be on the sick list when there is no 
inspection to be excused from! 

* ~ * 


_ Parris Island has sure been getting 
its share of “Corporal Punishment” 
lately. At present writing we are only 
one hundred corporals under-strength! 

* 


Our fireman friend George Irwin ad- 
mits he used to be married but says he 
was divorced a long time ago. I'll bet 
he got it on the grounds that her father 
didn’t have a license to carry a gun! 

* ok 

Famous last words: “May I borrow 
your early chow pass?” 

* > * * 

When old “Sharkey” Shumway de- 
parted with the First Battalion he left 
a blue sweater behind. It was given to 
Two other fellows! 

Ok * 


After observing William Brannen, 
more familiarly known as “Savannah” 
on the baseball diamond, at the mess hall 
I realize that the fellow was right who 
said “Some birds eat many times their 
own weight each day.” 

* * 

Far be it from me to rub it in, but I 
think I ought to remind you Marines 
that there are only 254 more shopping 
days before Christmas! 

And don’t waste your time checking 
my figures, either, for they were verified 
by none other than our Post Statistician, 
the big Noyes! 

(Continued on page 49) 
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DECOMMISSIONED 
(The Old Cruiser Speaks) 


By Charles Grenville Wilson 


“Tomorrow I go to the breaker’s yard 
such is the end of fame! 

Decommissioned, and ordered junked, a 
hulk without a name. 

Tomorrow the bustling blunt-nosed tugs 
will tow me down the bay, 

A flagless, forlorn, and friendless ship 
that has come to the end of her day. 

And then will the roaring torches’ 
tongues sunder my ancient frame 

For the cherry heat of the smelting pots 
—such is the end of the game! 

But tomorrow is still a night away, and 
tonight will I lie and dream 

Moored to the wharf in the sleepy bay 
far from the seaward stream. 


“Tonight will I dream of my lusty youth, 
of the day that I took the wave, 
The banner of stars at my masthead 
high, and my paint all shining and 

brave. 

I will dream of the tears in the women’s 
eyes, and the throaty cheers of the 
men, 

Of the kiss of wine on my forefoot sheer, 
and the chaplain’s deep ‘Amen!’ 

I will dream of my many lovers tonight, 
of my captains bold and true, 
Who gave me a tender woman’s love, I 
will dream of my lads in blue, 

My slim-hipped, roughnecked sailor boys, 
who swore most fearfully 

That of all the ships on the Seven Seas 
there was none that they loved as 
me. 


“I will dream tonight of a tropic night 
when I stood off a hostile shore, 
And the jungle breath was as hot as 
death, or the blast from an oven 

door; 
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And the Southern Cross sailed its fiery 
course in the heaven’s purple gloom, 

As back from the shore with its palm 
fringe black came the breakers’ 
sullen boom. 
I will think tonight of that next day’s 
dawn, fragrant and red as wine, 
When the Leathernecks went over my 
side with their bayonets ashine, 
And the whaleboats manned by the 
sweating gobs bucked through the 
surf to the shore, 

While over their heads screamed a cov- 
ering fire as my guns began to roar. 


“I will dream tonight of a Northern Sea 
hung with a shrouding mist, 

Of the sleepy boy who stood at my wheel 
and dreamed of a girl he had kissed, 

Of the the transport hulks with their 
crazy paint, creeping like frightened 
ghosts, 

And I in the van, alone, alert, in charge 
of the khaki hosts. 

Sudden a banshee siren wailed, and my 
throbbing turbines leapt, 

As over my helm went quick and hard 
and fiercely I forward swept, 

Till my forefoot sharp as a _ coulter 
plough shore the submarine in twain, 

Then I wheeled to my post and I led my 
flock over that Northern Main. 


“It is not thus that I choose to go, like 
a horse to the knacker’s yard, 

To bring the price of my hide and bones 
—is this the just reward 

Of duty done, and of danger run, of 
battle, and storm, and rack, 

To be nosed by the tugs to the wrecker’s 
dock, my harness stripped from my 
back! 

I had rather go in a running fight with 
searchlights stabbing the gloom, 
And the flare of the sixteen-inchers 
green lighting my natural doom, 
With the crash of shells on my armor 
plate, and my ensign high at the 

mast, 

And with every gun in defiant tongue— 
a long deep plunge at the last!” 


PRESENT AND PAST 
By Philander Johnson 
Among the shadows strange that come 
Our smiles to overcast, 
The one which brings a mood most glum 
Is thinking of the past. 


For instance, if you say “I bring,” 
You later say “I brought.” 

But if perchance you try to sing 
You cannot say “I sought.” 


No matter where a man may go, 
You tell us that “he went.” 
But if the gardener should hoe, 

You never say “he hent.” 


If on an airship you should fly 
You write us that “you flew.” 

But if some time again you try. 
Don’t tell us that “you trew.” 


And if a huntsman goes to shoot 
You say next day “he shot.” 

But if a bugle he should toot 
You'd never say “he tot.” 


And so perplexities I find 
Where pleasures should be found, 
Because my verbs I cannot mind 
Just as they should be mound. 
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DOUGHBOY’S STEEL 
By Frank Hunt Rentfrow 


A Cannoneer, an Engineer, and a 
Yellow-corded man 

Were drinking with a Doughboy in 
“The Golden Pelican.” 

The Engineer, he ups his beer 
And drains the foaming stein 

To the glory of the Cavalry, 

The smashing, dashing Cavalry, 
Where sabres clank and shine. 


The Yellow-leg proposed a toast 

To the Field Artillery, 

Who spill their gore where the cannons 
roar 

In hateful savagery. 

The wagon-soldier rose and bowed 

And gave three hearty cheers, 

And pledged his toast to the gallant host 

Of fighting Engineers. 


And all this time the Doughboy sat 
And never a word spoke he, 

For there is no shining romance in 
The stolid Infantry, 

The stolid, plodding, gravel-trodding, 
Solid Infantry. 


But when the foe gets hostile and 
His guns are set and laid, 

You can’t go into action like 

You go on dress parade. 

Or when they come a-chargin’ cross 
A field of wavin’ grain 

And their bullets are a-flyin’ like 
A blast of leaden rain, 

You can take a sacred oath on it, 
And set your hand and seal, 

That the only thing to stop ’em is 
The Doughboy’s shining steel. 


LIFE’S TRAGEDY 
By Paul Laurence Dunbar 


It may be misery not to sing at all 
And go silent through the brimming 
day. 
It may be sorrow never to be loved, 
But deeper griefs than these beset the 
way. 


To have come near to sing the perfect 


song 

And only by a half-tone lost the key, 

There is the potent sorrow, there the 
grief, 

The pale, sad staring of life’s tragedy. 


To have just missed the perfect love, 
Not the hot passion of untempered 
youth, 
But that which lays aside its vanity 
And gives thee, for thy trusting 
worship, truth— 


This, this it is to be accursed indeed; 
For if we mortals love, or if we sing, 
We count our joys not by the things we 


ave, 
But by what kept us from the perfect 
thing. 


SING THIS TO YOUR BABY 


Bye, bye, Baby Bunting! 

Daddy’s gone ahunting— 

And if he finds that big Marine 
There’s gonna be a murder scene! 
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Around Galley Fires 
By “Doc” Clifford 


The Indians were in full charge of 
things in New York on the evening of 
February 6th, when the Second Division 
Post of the 
American Legion 
| met for their an- 

nual pow - wow. 

The meeting was 

arranged by 

Commander Dan- 

iel F. Davison 
| and the Post Of- 

ficers with their 
| usual energy and 
the splendid ad- 
vertising assist- 
ance of their ex- 
cellent press com- 
mittee. To make 
more certain its 
success the Cher- 
okee Indian Coun- 
cil Lodge was se- 
cured for the 
occasion. Not only so, but Princess 
Atalie and a fine group of Indian braves 
and maidens were present to entertain 
and give the real Indian setting to the 
importance of the gathering. It per- 
haps may be well to explain that the 
Princess Atalie is a well-known Chero- 
kee artist and Prima Donna, who with 
other American Indian artists, musi- 
cians, dancers, and entertainers are at 
present gathered in New York in prepa- 
ration for the production in the near 
future of an opera entitled “The Com- 
ing of Payatam.” 

Among the Indians present were 
Running Bear (Bah-Qua-A-Que) of the 
Powhattans, a noted lecturer, ethnolo- 
gist, explorer and historian; Chief Yow]- 
ache, native basso of the Northwest; 
Henry Red Eagle of the Algonquin Male- 
cite Tribe from Maine; Princess White 
Deer and Dan Red Eagle of the Mo- 
hawks; White Eagle of the Cherokees; 
Jesse White Eagle, Lone Deer, White 
Fawn, Hopi, and Red Wing of the 
Winnebagos. Also present in addition to 
the Marines were the Twenty-third In- 
fantry, Ninth Engineers, and other old 
units of the Second Division; Mr. Dan- 
iel Frohman, Miss Renie Burdette, “Yae- 
waonota,” an adopted friend of the In- 
dians, and a talented student and writer 
of Indian folk lore. It was a big night 
and in the words of Dr. Herman W. 
Rubin and Treasurer A. Solomon, the 
biggest thing pulled off by the Post for 
many years. 


Dawson Photo 


“Doc” Clifford 


* 


The last four issues of the “Texas 
Steer,” that bright little weekly of the 
U. S. S. “Texas,” has added an excellent 
column under the heading of “Marine 
Notes,” directed by Corporal J. B. Hos- 
kins. There are now seventy-five Ma- 
rines on board, nine of whom celebrated 
their birthdays during January. To re- 
cord these is certainly an innovation 
and exceedingly interesting. 

* * ok 


The Reservists of Brooklyn are on the 
records as a first-class organization, and 
as proof seven were recently presented 
with the 100 per cent Duty Medals and 
five were recipients of the Recruiting 
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Medal. In an editorial from the pen of 
the versatile William McK. Fleming 
there appears the following: “The at- 
tributes of the United States Marine are 
many. Perhaps the most important one 
is his faculty for getting results.—Don’t 
permit the lack of an applicable regula- 
tion deter you from your purpose. Should 
you be confronted with a duty the ful- 
fillment of which seemingly cannot be 
accomplished via the usual stereotyped 
formula, then do it the best way you 
know how. The following story illus- 
trates the point quite clearly: During the 
Civil War, there came into a Confederate 
camp a tall, lanky Southerner, followed 
by a thousand mountaineers. He had 
organized them and called them his 
Mountain Volunteers. For his toil he 
demanded a colonelship. The Confed- 
erate officers had doubts as to his ability 
at handling such an unruly crowd of un- 
trained men. The Volunteers were lined 
up after a fashion of our own “company 
front,” and the self-constituted colonel 
was asked to demonstrate his leadership 
by bringing his men to attention and 
marching them in a column of fours to 
the left. The lean organizer faced his 
comrades, pushed his hat back, and bel- 
lowed, ‘Hey! Look wild-eyed thar. Pre- 
pare to thicken, and go left sideways!’ 
The result was such that his ability went 


unquestioned.” 
x 


The belated arrival of a Christmas 
card from Captain and Mrs. Carl F. 
Merz, who are with the First Brigade in 
Haiti, was certainly fine and carried my 
thoughts back to the days when first we 
met away down in Guantanamo. An- 
other from A. R. Considine, retired First 
Sergeant, now living in Guilford, Maine, 
brought reminders of typical New Eng- 
land winters and plenty of snow. A 
visit to a Men’s Bible Class in Endicott, 
N. Y., brought a warm handclasp from 
two old Marines, A. C. Manchester and 
L. E. Rivenburg. Another group of men 
at the Philadelphia Y. M. C. A. included 
Pfc. Robert F. Sutphin of the Clerical 
School, Private William A. Allen of the 
School Detachment, Fred H. Melbert, 
George W. Howell, and W. C. Thompson 
of the Receiving Station. At the Brook- 
lyn Marine Barracks I ran across Ser- 
geant George H. Abrams, who during the 
war was with the Twenty-third Infantry 
but since that time has spent quite a few 
years with the Marines. His last place 
of abode was Iona Island. Rumor states 
that his reason for reporting into New 
York is to get his teeth fixed, the said 
teeth being ruined by the hard rice in 
puddings cooked by John Lantz. I hap- 
pen, however, to know well this rumor 
is unfounded for Lantz is a first class 
cook and no person has anything to find 
fault with when dining at the tables sup- 
plied by John at the tight little Island 
up the Hudson. I am told that Marmis 
is now the Mess Sergeant, Frank Mason, 
the Police Sergeant, and George O. 
Smith, the First Sergeant although it is 
thought that George O. will soon be on 
his way to the new ship “Indianapolis.” 
Lucky Smith, that is, if he is a sea-going 


Marine. 


The New York Detachment of the Ma- 
rine Corps League celebrated its ninth 
annual “Get-together” on the 30th of 
January at the Towers Hotel, Brooklyn. 
We were honored by the presence of the 


Thirty-nine 


Commandant, Carlton A. 


National 
Fisher, accompanied by the National 
Adjutant, A. E. Beeg; Vice-Commandant 
Maurice A. Illch, Chief of Staff Homer 


Harkness, Chaplain John H. Clifford, 
and the State Commandants of New 
York and New Jersey, Grant Culver and 
Kenneth Collins. A report will be found 
in another column of this issue. Milton 
Solomon presided in his usually efficient 
manner and everybody is reported to 
have had a big time. 


* * * 


Trouble in the Far East is now at- 
tracting and distracting the attention of 
the whole world, but we are certain that 
whatever may be the ultimate result of 
the clashes between the rival factions 
either in Manchuria or China, the U. S. 
Marines are right there and American 
interests will be looked after while the 
public will be kept well-informed of 
everything by our old friend and com- 
rade, Floyd Gibbons. 

* * 

The following I have chosen as the 
poem of the month and is from the pen 
of my friend, Charles Bancroft, of 
Philadelphia: 


THE ALL-AMERICAN 


When Michael O’Lafferty played on the 
team, 

He was center and quarterback too. 

He threw forward passes and caught 
them himself, 

And pulled all the plays that he knew. 


One time he’d be guard and then he’d 
lay end; 
At fullback he often would shine. 
’Twas there you could see the great star 
that he was 
As he plunged through the holes in the 
line. 


The coach made him captain, and gave 
him a suit 

With all the squad numbers on; 

He said, “You go out and be the whole 
team, 

You’re so good your plays never go 
wrong.” 


Now Michael O’Lafferty gathered more 
praise 

Than Casey who came to the bat; 

It was hard to believe there was such a 
large brain, 

His under his over-sized hat. 


iold footballs, all lettered, were handed 
to him, 

His girl friend hung one from each ear; 

And then on an All-American team 

He filled each position one year. 

Now Michael O’Lafferty’s picture it 
hangs 

In the halls of the tutors of fame. 

But he never was known to develop a 
star, 

He said, “Teamwork for me won each 
game.” 


“Have you any last request to make?” 

“Yes. Ask the minister who preaches 
my funeral sermon not to say I am bet- 
ter off.” 

“But you will be better off.” 

“IT know it, but my wife will think I 
told him to say it.”—Exchange. 
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Forty 


A FRIEND IN NEED 
“Cohen, I’ve just been to the bank to 
borrow some money and they say all I 
need is that you should sign to this note 
your name. Then I can have all the 
money I need. Ain’t that fine?” 
“Abie,” replied Cohen, reproachfully, 
“vou and I have been friends for many 
years and yet you go to the bank when 
you need money. Abie, you just go 
again to the bank and say that they 
should sign the note, and then Cohen 
will lend you the money.” 
—Illinois Central Magazine. 


The office boy entered the sanctum of 
the small-towwn newspaper, and said: 
“Say, boss, there’s a tramp outside who 
says he hasn’t had anything to eat for 
six days.” 

“Bring him in,” said the editor. “If 
we can find out how he does it, we can 
run this paper for another week.” 

—Columbia Record. 


Mr. X. was a prominent member of the 
B. P. O. E. At the breakfast table the 
other morning he was relating to his 
wife an incident that occurred at the 
lodge the previous night. The president 
of the order offered a silk hat to the 
brother who could truthfully say that 
during his married life he had never 
kissed any woman but his own. “And 
would you believe it, Mary ?—not a one 
stood up.” 

“George,” his wife said, “why didn’t 
you stand up?” 

“Well,” he replied, “I was going to, 
but I know I look like hell in a silk hat.” 
—The Office Cat—From The Topeka 
Capital. 


Commander: “Now, suppose you are on 
your post one dark night. Suddenly a 
person appears from behind and wraps 
two strong arms around you so that you 
can’t use your rifle. What will you call 
then?” 

Cadet: “Let go, Honey.” 


Lady Hotel Guest (phoning the desk): 
Can I have a boy in Room 712? 

Clerk (polite but firm): That’s a deli- 
cate question, Madam, and one you'll 
have to decide for yourself. 

—Foreign Service. 


JUST LIKE A DOUGHBOY 

A Doughboy, took a dolled up young 
miss with whom he had made a street 
acquaintance, into a New York restau- 
rant where ladies were not allowed to 
smoke. At the table she took out a 
cigarette and began smoking, a waitress 
came and presented a card which read: 

“Ladies will please not smoke 
Thank you” 

Appealing to her escort by a question- 
ing look, that gallant lady’s man re- 
marked: 

“Oh go ahead and smoke; 
a lady.” 


you're not 


New Clerk: “Did you 
=| say you wanted these 
N- . letters filed, Top?” 
First Sergeant: “Yes, file ’em.” 
New Clerk: “Well, I was just thinking. 
Wouldn't it be easier to trim ’em with a 
pair of scissors?” 


Mrs. Bloop: “Does your car have a 
worm drive?” 
Mrs. Bleep: “Yes, but I tell him where 


to drive.”—A,. A. A. 


A bricklayer said to a foreman on a 
new job: “I’d like to work here, but I 
can’t find a place to park my car.” 

The foreman replied: “I guess you 
won’t do. This is a high-class job, and 
we want only bricklayers who have 
chauffeurs.”—A. M. Motorist. 


Perhaps you never thought of it in 
this manner, but a kiss is an anatomical 
juxtaposition of two orbicular muscles 
in a state of contraction——Exchange. 


Hubby: “What’s the matter with this 
suit I just bought that you don’t like it? 
The store man said it was a fit.” 

Wife: “Fit? It looks more like a 
convulsion.”—W. Va. Mountaineer. 
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THE DIRTY THIEF 

Once, long ago in the days of sail, 
two seamen applied for berths on a 
tramp. One, whose papers were in 
proper order, was shipped at once. The 
other man claimed he had lost hig, and 
the captain refused to sign him on. 
However, at sailing time the ship was 
still short handed and the man finally 
was shipped. His every action during 
the voyage was watched, but his seaman- 
ship was beyond reproach. On his part 
he constantly watched over the man who 
had the perfect papers, endeavoring to 
catch him in some dishonest act. 

A storm came up. The mountain- 
high waves rolled and broke over the 
ship. All hands were hard at work, and 
the captain was on the bridge. The man 
without the papers approached. There 
was a smile of triumph on his face. He 
touched his cap. “Captain,” he said, 
“vou know that other fellow; the one 
with the papers?” The captain said he 
did. “Well, sir,” the seaman continued, 
his eyes gleaming. “he just went over- 
board with one of your buckets.” 


A Londoner came out through the gate 
after viewing his first baseball game, 
when he was stopped by a newsboy. The 
score-board had recorded that both 
teams had made a run in the first inning 
and hadn’t scored since. 

“Say, Mister, what’s the score? 
the newsy 

“Really, I don’t know,” came the reply. 
“But it was some place up in the millions 
when I left.”—Toronto Goblin. 


2?” cried 


“Judge,” complained an irate colored 
lady to the court, “dis yeah no ’count 
husband ob mine stays out late.” 

“Yessuh, Judge, ah does stay out late,” 
admitted the husband, “but dat woman 
don’t treat me right. Why, Judge, Ah 
sells de kitchen stove to git a little 
money, and dat woman didn’t miss it fer 
two weeks!”—Exchange. 


Abbie Levenskie was dying of small- 
pox, and when told the terrible truth, he 
asked for a Priest. “You mean the 
Rabbi don’t you?” asked the doctor. “No, 
I vont a priest,” was the boy’s reply. 


“Do you tink I vont dat the Rabbi should 
hafe such a sickness vot I got?” 
—Walla Walla. 
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DIDN’T KNOW HER 


Jimmy Woodruff has some new neigh- 
bors. One day, when Jimmy came home 
from the ship, he was met by his better 
half. 

“Anything wrong?” says Jimmy. 

“T was thinking about our new neigh- 
bors,” she replied. “You know, Jimmy, 
they’re a very devoted couple. He kisses 
her every morning when he goes to busi- 
ness, and she throws kisses to him all 
down the street.” She paused, and then 
added: “Why don’t you do that?” 

Jimmy looked shocked. “Why, my 
dear,” he said, “I can’t do that. I 
don’t know her yet.” 


Ted: “I ran across one of my class- 
mates this morning.” 

Tad: “What did you do with him?” 

Ted: “Took him to the hospital.” 


Minister—“Really, my dear, you 
should wait for more than three months 
after your husband’s death before mar- 
rying again.” 

Widow—“Yes; but you forget, rev- 
erend, that he was paralyzed for eight 
months.”—Exchange. 


The physician rushed out of his study 
in a state of excitement. 

“Get my bag at once,” he shouted. 

“Why, what is the matter?” asked his 
wife. 

“Some fellow just telephoned that he 
couldn’t live without me,” he gasped as 
he reached for his hat. 

His wife gave a sigh of relief. 

“Just a moment,” she said gently. “I 
think that call was for our daughter, 
dear.”—Newport Recruit. 


Traffic Officer: “Hey! What’s the idea? 
Didn’t you hear me whistle to you?” 
Pretty Girl Motorist: “Certainly I did, 
and if you try it again I’ll report you.” 
Am. Motorist. 


“The horse you sold me last week is a 
fine animal, but I can’t get him to hold 
his head up.” 

“Oh, that’s because of pride. He'll 
hold it up as soon as he’s paid for.” 


—Contributed. 


“The human body requires more ven- 
tillation,” declares Professor Wigham. 
That’s what Al Capone thinks. 

—Passing Show. 


A kind motorist had given an old coun- 
try lady a ride for at least eight miles. 
At last he turned and said to her, “Ma- 
dame, where shall I let you out?” 

Old Lady: “Bless you, sir, I was going 
the other way, but I didn’t like to hurt 
your feelings.”—A. A. A. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


CATCHUM SAVVY CHOP CHOP 


You can never tell from the wrapper 
just what’s inside. Stump Harris and 
Whitey Nelson some years ago on the 
old “Maryland,” in the Yokohama rail- 
road station, wanting a train to Tokio. 
Reading a Japanese bulletin board is a 
native, kimono-clad, wooden sandals, 
long outrigger cigaret holder, horn- 
rimmed glasses. Sez Stump, “Yo do you 
fellah! Can speakee me what time can 
do catchee tlain chop chop Tokio-side.” 
The Jap replied, “I note by yon posted 
schedule that the next local departs for 
Tokio at 2.45.” 

“Y-r-r-r-r-r-aw-h!” screamed Stump, 
“Where‘d you learn to speak that piece?” 
The Jap smiled, looked dumb and re- 
plied. “Long time go me go school side, 
Yangkee City, callum Boston catchee 
school fou’ yeah. Teacha-san him no 
speakee yo’ kind Pidgin Ahngleesh. 
Schoo] Boston-side him namee Hahvahr.” 

—U. S. Navy Review. 


Garage man: “How much gas do you 
want?” 
Driver: “A gallon!” 
Garage man: “Oh, weaning it, huh?” 
—Newport Recruit. 


Him—“I can’t see what keeps you 
women from freezing.” 

Her—“You're not supposed to, Big 
Boy.” 


“Fix bayonets,” commanded the lieu- 
tenant. 

The company fixed bayonets, with the 
exception of Private McBride, who re- 
garded his bayonet and then the lieu- 
tenant with surprise. 

“Why, sir,” said McBride, “my bayonet 
isn’t broken.” 

—Maryland Legionnaire. 


When they told Mrs. MacJones she 
would have to undergo an operation for 
appendicitis, she insisted on the presence 
of the “meenister.” 

“But why?” they said. “It’s a simple 
operation and there’s no danger.” 

“Maybe not,” she said, decisively, “but 
if I’m to be opened I’ll be opened with 
prayer.”—W. Va. Mountaineer. 


Forty-one 


THE PIED TYPESETTER 
“See here,” said the angry visitor to 
the reporter, “what do you mean by in- 
serting the derisive expression ‘Apple 
sauce’ in parenthesis in my speech?” 
“‘Apple sauce?’ Great Scott, man, I 
wrote ‘Applause’.’’—Osteopathic. 


Mother: “If you get a job in the 
chorus, I hope you won’t wear tights.” 
Daughter: “Oh, but they don’t’ wear 
them any more.” 
Mother: “Well, I’m very much relieved 
to hear that.”—Northampton Deeps. 


A Marine on the “California” received 
a letter from his lady friend with “S. W. 
A. K.” on the back of the envelope. 
Turning to a carpenter’s mate, standing 
alongside of him he inquired: “Who the 
Hell’s initials are these ?”—Selected. 


Marine: Ah, ha, model youth, playing 
cards, eh? Thought you never gambled? 
Seaman: I don’t. They’re my own 
cards. 


Little Algernon (to the old lady who 
has just arrived, and whom he has never 
seen before): “So you’re my grand- 
mother, are you?” 

Old Lady: “Yes, on your father’s 
side.” 

Algernon: “Well, you’re on the wrong 
side; I’ll tell you that right now.” 

—Texas Weekly. 


Child (innocently): “Mother, how did 
dad get to be a chief petty officer in the 
Navy ?” 

Mother: “So you’ve begun to wonder, 
too; have you?”—Our Navy. 


It was in the restaurant in one of the 
smaller towns in England. 

“Have you any oysters?” asked the 
diner. 

“No, sir,” said the waiter. 

“Any lobsters ?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Any prawns?” 

“No, sir, the only shellfish we ’as is 
heggs, sir.’—London Telegraph. 


“Henry, do you love me still?” 
“Yes—hetter than any other way.” 


Old Lady (from city): “What’s that 
odor I smell?” 
Farmer: “That’s fertilizer.” 
Old Lady (astonished): “For the land’s 
sake!” 
Farmer: “Yes, ma’am.” 
—Walla Walla. 
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25TH RESERVE MARINES 
By Owen E. Jensen 


For the first time in the forty-three 
years of the existence of the Pasadena 
Tournament of Roses Marines partici- 
pated in the annual classic on New 
Year’s Day. A platoon made up of mem- 
bers of Company “A” and Company “B” 
of the First Battalion, 25th Marine Re- 
serves acted as guard of honor to the 
lieutenant governor of California, Hon. 
Frank Merriam, and the foreign consuls 
who were especially invited as guests of 
honor as the International Spirit of the 
Tenth Olympiad was the theme of this 
year’s tournament. 

Promptly at 10 a. m. the platoon, in 
dress blue uniform, marched to its place 
in front of the official reviewing stand 
and presented arms to the colors leading 
the immense parade. That the appear- 
ance of the Marines was a popular addi- 
tion to the colorful ceremonies of the 
Tournament of Roses was the belief of 
the officials in charge and many compli- 
ments were heard on all sides on the ap- 
pearance of the Marines. 

Officers in charge were Captain John 
J. Flynn, USMCR, commanding officer 
of Company “B”; Lieutenant Owen E. 
Jensen, USMCR, company officer, and 
Marine Gunner James F. Whitney, 
USMCR, Company officer of Company 

Recruiting activities continue un- 
abated. Private McQuilling of Pasadena 
is chairman of that company’s recruit- 
ing committee and so far has done ex- 
cellent work. In addition to newspaper 
publicity, a Marine Corps “A” sign has 
been placed in front of the Pasadena 
Post Office with a printed banner at the 
bottom reading, “Company ‘B,’ Ist Bat- 
talion, 25th Reserve Marines, City Hall, 
Pasadena, California.” In addition bulle- 
tins have been placed with the informa- 
tion bureau of the city hall, the informa- 
tion clerk of the Post Office, and in lead- 
ing cigar and book stores of the city. 
A novel reserve recruiting feature is the 
assignment of Corporal Handy, USMCR, 
as acting recruiting sergeant. He is on 
duty every day for one hour in the after- 
noon at the company headquarters in the 
city hall, where prospective applicants 
can get full information. Another hour 
during the day, Corporal Handy stations 
himself in front of the Post Office near 
the “A” sign and in that manner at- 
tracts many inquiries from interested 
applicants and passers-by. 

On January 29 an examination was 
held by Company “B” for promotion to 
non-commissioned rank. Practically all 
members of the company studied hard 
in preparation for the examination and 
competition was keen. The examination 
was divided into two parts, written and 
practical. 


COMPANY “B” 
Examinations for promotion to non- 
commissioned ranks were held recently 
and as a result the following privates 
were promoted to the grade indicated: 


Sergeant R. E. MecQuillin, Corporals 
F. J. Hooker, J. W. Bailey, R. E. Clary 
and C. J. Handy, Privates First Class 
Kenneth E. Kirkwood, L. J. MeNiff, E. 
C. Nicholson, and L. E. Schlesinger. 

Promotions made since the organiza- 
tion of Company “B” in addition to those 
mentioned above were Sergeant C. J. 
Salazar to be First Sergeant, re-appoint- 
ment of Gunnery Sergeant Bennie Dale 
and Private S. W. Robinson to be ser- 
geant. The latter three are all men with 
four or more years regular service and 
Marine Corps Reserve service. Gunnery 
Sergeant Dale was formerly attached 
to the old 307th Company, USMCR, and 
attended four camps at San Diego. 

By the time this reaches the reader, 
the dance planned for February 12 at 
the Pasadena Women’s Club House will 
no doubt have gone into the archives of 
reserve history as a highly successful 
event. Chairman of the Committee is 
Corporal R. O. Clary. 

The recruiting committee under the 
leadership of Sergeant R. E. McQuilling 
is operating under full steam ahead and 
proposes to have the company enlisted to 
the full strength of 60 enlisted men by 
May 1. The strength of the company 
at this writing is 33 men. Captain John 
J. Flynn, company commander, is bend- 
ing his efforts to make the company one 
of the best in the reserves. Under his 
dynamic leadership and experience as 
commander of fleet reserve companies 
the men are enthusiastically responding 
to indoctrination of esprit de corps. 


COMPANIES “A” AND “D” 

After several months’ cessation of ac- 
tivities due to lack of Armory space, 
temporary quarters were finally secured 
early in January at the Naval Reserve 
Armory. 

Captain A. I. Schmulian, USMCR, 
commanding officer of Company “A”, 
and First Lieutenant Ball, commanding 
Company “D”, (Machine Gun Company), 
are again busily engaged every Friday 
night. 

First Sergeant Franklin J. Adeon, re- 
cently promoted to that rank, has taken 
over the duties of First Sergeant King, 
USMCR, who has been appointed acting 
Battalion Sergeant Major. First Ser- 
geant W. F. Whittaker, former “top” 
of the old 307th Company, has assumed 
the same post with “D” Company. 


COMPANY “C” 

First Lieutenant H. W. Card, USMCR, 
has resumed active work again with the 
allowance for recruits again in force. 
Every Thursday night is Marine Corps 
Reserve night in the Park Clubhouse in 
Centinella Park. Lieutenant Card is also 
Battalion Quartermaster. He has always 
been a hard worker for the reserve and 
seems to be a glutton for punishment in 
the way of Marine Corps Reserve work. 
But as Horace says, “I love the work and 
it has become a real hobby—a hobby of 
practical pursuits.” 


FROM THE SHORES OF FIFTY- 
SECOND STREET 
By William McK. Fleming 

Company A, First Battalion of the 
19th R. Marines reporting! 

On the occasion of his retirement, a 
review was tendered Rear Admiral W. 
B. Franklin, N. Y. N. M., at the Armory 
on January 20th by the gobs of the 
Naval Battalion and this Marine Com- 
pany. 

When the gold-sleeved gentleman made 
his entrance into the building, a Guard 
of Honor, composed of all the hash- 
marksmen in this outfit presented arms. 
The Admiral acknowledged the salute 
and proceeded to the gun deck where, 
escorted by military and civilian digni- 
taries, he trooped the entire battalion. 

Following in their order, medals were 
awarded for long and meritorious serv- 
ice, blue-jackets performed a_ physical 
drill under arms and the gliding along 
the deck of the miniature destroyer, U. 
S. S. “Evans” who greeted the guest of 
honor with blatant tones emitted from 
her four-inch guns. 

The Brooklyn Reservists of the U. S. 
Marine Corps then stepped out to per- 
form as an individual unit, choosing for 
its exhibition of military precision, a 
Formal Guard Mount. Lieutenant Kes- 
senich, C. O., acted as Officer of the Day 
and Lieutenant Barrett became Adju- 
tant. First Sergeant Stenhouse as Ser- 
geant Major and Gunnnery Sergeant 
Lopez as Commander of the Guard com- 
pleted the higher ranks. The vast as- 
semblage loudly applauded the inspec- 
tion, snap and natty appearance of the 
men. As the company passed in a per- 
fect line the applause became like thun- 
der. In accordance with tradition, the 
Leathernecks had put it over again. 

The lights were extinguished while a 
gigantic spotlight played upon Old Glory 
unfurled to the breeze as the band ren- 
dered the Star Spangled Banner. This 
time the clapping was almost silenced 
by the roar of the throngs which cheered 
vociferously. Verily, it was a gratify- 
ing spectacle and thoroughly American. 

The remainder of the night was spent 
in the Company Room where the radio 
was employed for the use of the terpsi- 
choreans. Old timers of the outfit were 
given a warm reception and the evening 
was unanimously acclaimed as pleasant 
as it was big. 

Already preparing for the summer en- 
campment, the men are diligently drill- 
ing and skirmishing on Monday nights 
while Thursdays are reserved for shoot- 
ing on the range. 

The Rifle Team under the guidance of 
Lieutenant Barrett and Sergeant Wood 
has reached the point of efficiency where 
it is ready to compete with the best. 
Athletics too, are getting their atten- 
tion and the Armory Swimming Pool has 
again been opened after a new paint pob 
has been applied. The party of February 
27th will be recorded in the April num- 
ber of “The Leatherneck” and plans are 
under way for bigger and better social 

(Continued on page 49) 
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BS THE LOOKOUT 
Any desired book may be purchased 
through the LEATHERNECK BOOK 
SERVICE, and we especially recommend 
the following: 58 


AMERICAN FIGHTERS IN THE 
FOREIGN LEGION. By Paul Ayres 
Rockwell (Houghton Mifflin). Dramatic 
account of the ninety Americans serving 
France in the Foreign Legion. It relates 
how thirty-eight of these were killed, 
and “most of the survivors were 
wounded from one to four times.” The 
author was one of the first to enlist in 
this service. $5.00 

SCIENTIFIC SELF DEFENCE. By 
W. E. Fairbairn, with preface by Doug- 
las Fairbanks (Appleton). Profusely 
illustrated text of defense and counter 
attack, embodying jiu-jitzu, boxing, 
wrestling and original holds. The au- 
thor draws from his twenty-three years 
experience with the Shanghai police 
force. $3.50 

I SAILED WITH CHINESE PIRATES. 
By Aleko E. Lilius (Appleton). The ac- 
tual account of a white man’s romantic 
and perilous adventure among blood- 
thirsty Chinese pirates. $4.00 

BEST SHORT STORIES OF THE 
WAR. Introduced by H. M. Tomlinson 
(Harpers). Sixty-six stories of the great 
war. A few of the authors: Conrad, Cap- 
tain Thomason, John Galsworthy, Nason, 
Ernest Hemingway, Laurence Stallings, 
Somerset Maugham. No finer representa- 
tive of war fiction could be collected. 

$3.50 

DOLLARS FOR BULLETS. By Har- 
old Norman Denny (Dial Press) Corre- 
spondent of New York newspaper de- 
tails the intrigues of Nicaraguan Revo- 
lutions. $4.00 

FLYING DUTCHMAN. By Anthony 
H. G. Fokker and Bruce Gould (Henry 
Holt). The story of a man whose name 
is synonymous with the evolution of avi- 
ation; Fokker, the eccentric genius. 


$3. 

THE MARTIAL SPIRIT. By Walter 
Millis (Houghton-Mifflin). Cuba, the 
revolution and our jingo-produced war 
with Spain. $4.00 
JEB STUART. By Captain John W. 
Thomason, Jr. (Scribners). Raiding 
rebel cavalry strike terror behind the 
Union lines. Human, powerful and dra- 
matic, with sketches from the Marine 
captain’s pen. $5.00 
THE BATTLE AT BLANC MONT. 
By Lieutenant Colonel Ernst Otto, Ger- 
man Army (retired). Translated by 
Martin Lichtenberg, USMC. Published 
by the U. S. Naval Institute. A German 
officer’s tribute to the Marines in the 
Blane Mont affair. $2.00 
THE INCREDIBLE YANQUI. By 
Herman B. Deutsch (Longmans, Green). 
The true story of Lee Christmas, Yankee 
soldier of fortune whose sword fash- 
ioned new designs on the crazy-quilt pat- 
terns of Central American revolutions. 
$3.50 

DECATUR. By Irvin Anthony (Scrib- 
ners). Biography of a great naval hero 
in the turbulent days of Tripoli. $3.50 
IN THE ENEMY’S COUNTRY. By 
Joseph Crozier (Knopf). The perils of 
espionage. A dramatic, true account of 
French intelligence service behind the 
German lines. $3.00 
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‘BOOKS —Passing in Review 


By Frank Hunt Rentfrow 
AN INSPECTION OF SERVICE LITERATURE 


MARTIAL FOURTH ESTATE 


SQUADS WRITE! A selection of prose, 
verse and cartoons from “The Stars 
and Stripes,” edited by John T. 
Winterich (Harpers), $4.00. 

Most everyone is familiar with “The 
Stars and Stripes” published for the 
A. E. F., and for the benefit of those 
who aren’t, we’re going to tell you that 
no newspaper ever achieved quite what 
the “Stars and Stripes” accomplished. 
No newspaper was ever as eagerly 
waited for nor more avidly read than 
the one published for and by the Yanks 
in France. 

Mr. Winterich, one of its founders, has 
collected some of the gems contained in 
“The Stars and Stripes” and we find in 
“Squads Write!” many a passage that 
brings a smile of memory to our lips. 
In common with a couple million more 
of the Amexforce we contend that the 
Chicago Tribune took in a little too much 
territory when they labeled their sheet 
as the “World’s greatest newspaper.” 
We believe that title belongs as divine 
right to “The Stars and Stripes.” 

Mr. Winterich has done a mighty good 
job of editing, and further than 
that he includes little anecdotes concern- 
ing the gentlemen of the press and the 
story of the paper. 

The personnel of the “Stars and 
Stripes” was gathered from far and wide 
in the A. E. F. The Marines were ably 
represented by Abian A. Wallgren, the 
famous cartoonist, Lieutenant Charles 
P. Cushing, and Rex H. Lampman in the 
art and editorial departments and Ed- 
ward W. Bondy in circulation. 

It was a gigantic undertaking, pub- 
lishing a newspaper for a tribe of nomads 
like the A. E. F., and the excerpts in 
“Squads Write!” prove how successfully 
this task was fulfilled. 

We should like to go on indefinitely 
quoting passages from this book, but 
from a bag of rare jewels it is difficult 
to select one single stone, and “Squads 
Write!” is a veritable bag of such 
precious gems. 

It makes little difference whether or 
not you served in France, “Squads 
Write!” is one of those books that does 
not depend on anything but its own de- 
licious flavoring to be palatable to all 
tastes. 


LAND OF MYSTERY 


12 SECRETS OF THE CAUCASUS, by 
Essad-Bey (Viking Press), $3.00. 

Perhaps nowhere in the world except 
in that throat of land lying between the 
Caspian Sea and the Black Sea could 
such events take place. We learn of ban- 
dit hordes, of lost races, and we feel the 
majesty of the heights of the mountains. 

Essad-Bey has brought to us some of 
the remarkable legends of that country. 
“This book,” he writes, “is an attempt 
to describe that strange and peculiar 
world on the basis of my own and other 
people’s experience. 

“For thousands of years the Caucasus, 
the giant wall dividing Asia from Eu- 
rope, has been the home of the most 
interesting of races, the most adventur- 
ous of customs, and the strangest of 
experiences. Its incredible history 
sketches from Prometheus to Stalin, and 
it is itself a kind of curiosity shop of 
world history in its loyal preservation of 
all that is no more, all that is outlived 
and forgotten.” 

To us these far away people are al- 
most mythical beings. They don’t exist 
unless life is breathed into them through 
the medium of someone who is familiar 
with their customs and legends. . We 
can’t be expected to know them, for one 
race knows not the one living just over 
a mountain range in the Caucasus, and 
they are separated not only by the moun- 
tains but by language. 

Some of the legends related by Essad- 
Bey appear as weird as the stories of the 
Arabian Nights, and no less interesting. 
Troops of colorful horsemen swoop down 
into the valleys to raid and pillage; the 
atavistic tribes hidden in remote vil- 
lages; the remnants of the Roman in- 
vasion and the more recent legend of 
Stalin are brought to us. 

The conquest of the Caucasus is an 
interesting subject. The dominion of 
Russia over the Caucasus appears to be 
more of theory than fact. “The gulf 
that separates Russia from the colorful 
world of the Caucasus is too wide, and 
it will not be until the last Caucasian is 
dead that the mountains will really be 
subjugated.” 

The entire volume is of vital, living 
interest, with the legends and facts of 
“The cradle of civilization.” 
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Basketball 


QUANTICO BEATS BOATMEN 


Returning to form after two successive 
defeats at the hands of George Wash- 
ington and Saks Clothiers, the Quantico 
Marines vanquished the Potomac Boat 
Club on January 13, in a free scoring 
game by 48 to 36. Posik started the 
Gyrenes on the road to victory with a 
field goal shortly after the whistle and 
from then on it was nip and tuck be- 
tween the teams with the Marines having 
a slight edge. Johnson and Johns, of 
the visitors, kept the Boatmen in the 
running during the first half, but Rob- 
erts gave the home team some uneasy 
moments when he went on a scoring 
rampage in the second half. Locke and 
Posik sank goal after goal from all an- 
gles to account for all but ten of their 
team’s points, Locke sinking 10 field 
goals and three charity tosses for a total 
of 23 points. 

The score: 


MARINES BOAT CLUB 
G. F.G. P G. F.G.P 
Shelton, rf 1 0 2 Johnson, rf. 4 1 9 
Posik, If 7 1 15 Cunnine'’m., If 2 1 5 
Zeher, if 2 4 8 Rabbitt, If 1 0 2 
Locke, ¢ 10 3 23 Roberts, c 5 1 il 
Gann, re Stansbury. 0 0 0 
Seldon, le Kelso. le 1 0 2 
Johns, re 2 1 7 
Totals 20 «#68 Totals 1664 


Referee: Madden 


MARINES BEAT CAMPBELL 

The Quantico Marines displayed bril- 
liant form on January 14th in routing 
the Campbell College quintet by a score 
of 42 to 24. The Leathernecks took the 
lead from the start and were never 
headed. Locke, giant center, gave a 
beautiful demonstration of basketball, 
sinking nine field goals from all angles 
and dropped a charity toss in for a total 
of 19 points. Bauer and Gann also shared 
in the limelight by sinking three field 
goals apiece. Hight and Dark bore the 
brunt of the collegians’ attack which was 
spotty and not at all sustained. 

The score: 


MARINES CAMPBELL COLLEGE 
G. F.G.P G. F.G. P 
Bauer, lif Hight. If 4 0 8 
Posik, if 0 0 Jenkins, If 0 
Shelton 0 3 3 MeTelvey. rf 0 0 ( 
Sarrington, rf 0 1 1 Harris, rf 1 0 2 
Boyer. rf 1 0 2 Taylor. rf 0 #6«60 0 
Locke, ¢ 9 1 19 Dark. c 4 0 8 
Crowe. le 0 Oo 0 Kelly le 0 2 2 
Zeher. lg 1 0 2 Tudor, le 0 0 
Seidon, le 0 0 0 Hackney. re 0 O 0 
Resio, re 0 0 0 McLean. re 1 2 
Sleight, re 1 0 2 
Gann, re 3 2 8 
Totals 18 7 42 Totals 10 4 24 


Referee: Madien 


QUANTICO SMOTHERS CAMPBELL 

Led by Locke and Carrington who went 
on a scoring rampage that netted them 
more than half the team’s points the 
Quantico Marines overwhelmed Camp- 


bell College January 15th by a score of 
70 to 24. The Marines had little trouble 
in disposing of the collegians and showed 
several individual stars on the offense 
while Posik and Zeher kept the vis- 
itors’ offense smothered. Locke sank 
eight field goals and six charity tries for 
a total of 22 points, while Carrington’s 
efforts netted him 15 points from seven 
field and one foul goals. Hight and Dark 
worked well for Campbell but were at 
no time dangerous. 
The score: 


MARINES CAMPBELL COLLEGE 
G. F.G. P G. F.G.P 
Shelton, If 4 1 9 Hight, If * 2 
Carrington, lf 7 1 15 Harris, rf 1 0 2 
Bauer, If 0 1 1 Taylor. rf 0 0 0 
Posik. rf 1 1 3 Dark. c 4 2 10 
Sleight. rf 2 1 5 Duer. le 1 0 2 
Locke, c 8 6 22 Kelley. re 0 o 0 
Boyer. c McLean. re 
Zeher, le 3 1 7 
Seldon. re 1 0 2 
Resio, re 0 0 0 
Totals 29 12 70 Totals 10 64 «624 


Referee: Madden 


MARINES END WINNING STREAK 
The Quantico Marines put an end to 
the winning ways of the Bliss College 


WHAT'S THE SCORE? 

Send us an account of any im- 
portant athletic events in which 
your team or an individual has a 
hand, so that we can broadcast it 
to the rest of the Corps. A snap- 
shot or two will help. 

H. S. Griffin, 
Sports Editor. 


quintet on January 16th, by a score of 
32 to 20. The husky Leathernecks led 
from start to finish, taking advantage of 
their superior height and speed. The 
attack of the Marines was featured by 
the work of the forwards, Shelton and 
Posik, and Locke who was high scorer 
with 10 points. Chamberlain and Minnie 
tried to keep the collegians in the run- 
ning but were powerless against the 
tight guarding of the Quantico team. 
The score: 


MARINES BLISS COLLEGE 

G. F.G.P G. FG. P 

Shelton, lf 3 1 7 Minnie, If 2 0 4 

Bauer, if 0 0 0 Dean, rf 1 1 3 

Posik, rf 3 1 7 Schawd. c 0 1 1 

Boyer, rf 0 Chamberl'n, 1 2 4 

Locke, ¢ 4 2 10 Burke. le 1 0 2 

Crowe, c 0 #60 0 Geisler. re 0 0 0 

Zeher, le o 0 Cassassa. re 3 6 
Gann, lke 0 2 2 
Seldon, re 0 Oo 0 
Carrington, rg 3 0 6 
Resio, re 0 

Totals 13 6 32 Totals 8 4 20 


Referee: Madden 
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QUANTICO SWAMPS APPRENTICES 
The Quantico Marines continued their 
winning streak on January 20th at the 
expense of the Apprentice School of 
Newport News, by a score of 52 to 32. 
With Locke and Zeher caging basket 
after basket, the Marines took the lead 
at the start and were never in danger. 
Between them, these two stars scored 
more points than their opponents’ total. 
Vann, of the Newport News quintet, 
played a steady game netting six field 
goals to top the Apprentice scorers. 
The score: 


MARINES APPRENTICE SCHOOL 

G. FG. P G. FG. P 

Zeher, if 6 1 13 Francis, If 2 5 9 
Shelton, If..1 1 3 Bartley. if 0 0 0 
Posik, rf .4 0 8 Warren, rf..0 0 0 
Sleight, rf 1 1 3 Jones, rf o 0 0 
Locke, c 9 2 20 Henkle. c 0 2 2 
Boyer, c 0 Oo 0 Vann, ¢ 6 0 12 
Gann, le Boyle. le 2 2 6 
Reiso, lg 0 o 0 Meanly, lg 1 0 2 
Seldon, re 2 0 4 Malone, rg 0 1 1 
Davis, re 0 0 

Totals 23 6 «52 Totals 11 10 32 


Referee: Walker. 


SIXTH STRAIGHT 

The Quantico Marines carried their 
winning streak to six games on January 
22nd, by defeating the Griffith Consum- 
ers quintet in a hotly contested game by 
31 to 30. The play was fast throughout 
the game with both teams evenly 
matched. The Marines ran up a lead of 
17 to 10 at the end of the first half, but 
clever and accurate shooting by Teck 
and Timmons of the visitors cut down 
the lead to a single point as the game 
ended. Locke with 12 points led the 
scorers of both teams, while Teck topped 
the Griffith team with nine. Posik’s ex- 
cellent floorwork and passing featured 
the closest game of the season on the 
home port. 

The score: 


MARINES GRIFFITH CONS'M’RS. 

G. FG G. FG. P 

Shelton. f o o 0 Teck, f 3 9 
Posik, f 1 2 4 Lilly, f 2 3 7 
Zeher. f 3.0 «6 Timmons,c .2 1 5 
Locke, c 3 6 12 Wiler. ¢ 3 1 7 
Carrington. ¢ 1 1 3 Adkins, ¢ 1 0 2 
Totals 11 9 1 Totals 11 8 30 


Referee: Walker. 


BALTIMORE NOSES OUT MARINES 

A last period onslaught by St. John’s 
College of Baltimore, ended the Quantico 
Marines’ winning streak on January 24th. 
Led by Toy, the collegians came from a 
losing score of 19 to 16 to win, 31 to 24. 
The Marines played the entire second 
half minus the services of their star cen- 
ter, Locke, who was ejected in the first 
half via the foul route; and despite the 
sterling efforts of Gann and Zeher, St. 
John’s took advantage of this to a very 
great extent. Toy, with 11 points gar- 
nered from four field and three foul 
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goals, led the winners’ attack, while 
Locke was high man for Quantico with 


8 points: 

The score: 

MARINES ST. JOHNS 
G. FG. P G. FG. P 

Posik. f Klemmich. f.0 1 1 
Sleight. f 0 =«O.(O Toy. f 4 3 11 
Shelton. f 0 0 0 Pindell, f 1 0 2 
Zeher. f Linton, c 3 
Locke. 2 4 8 Logan, c 
Boyer. c 0 0 0 Skelly. ¢ 4 9 8 
Bauer, c Rock. 0 1 1 
Gann, ¢ 2. Morris, ¢ 0 
Carrington, ¢ 1 1 3 
Seldon, ¢ 0 

Totals 10 24 Totals 12 7 31 

Referees: Walker and Madden 


QUANTICO WINS FROM BOAT CLUB 
A long shot by Sleight won a thrilling 
contest between the Potomac Boat Club 
and the Quantico Marines on January 
26th. It was the second game between 
the two clubs and kept the fans breath- 
less all the way. With two minutes to 
go, Sleight let loose his toss that put the 
Leathernecks in the lead by the: slim 
margin of one point, 28 to 27. Posik 
and Gann then kept the visitors from 
scoring until the game ended. As in the 
first game the lead see-sawed from the 
start and at no time was either team 
more than four points ahead. Locke led 
the Marine scorers with nine points and 
Barker scored ten for the losers. 


The score: 
MARINES BOAT CLUB 
G. FG. P G. FG. P 
Posik. If_— 2 2 6 Johnson, lf..3 0 6 
Sleight, If 1 2 4 Oehman .lf..2 0 4 
Bauer, rf 0 2 2 Barker, rf 5 0 10 
Shelton, rf 0 0 Oo Cunningh'm.,c 1 0 2 
Locke, c Roberts, le 1 
Gann, le 0 1 1 Kelso, le 0 0 0 
Seldon. re 0 Oo 0 Johns, re 0 1 1 
Carrington,re 3 0 6 Stansbury, re 1 0 2 
Totals 9 10 28 Totals 13 1 27 
Referees: Walker and Madden 
QUANTICO NOSES OUT ALEX- 


ANDRIA 

For the second night in a row, the 
Quantico Marines gave their supporters 
heart failure for a few moments by 
again winning a game by one point. 
This time Alexandria was the victim by 
a score of 29 to 28. Although the 
Leathernecks were in a comfortable lead 
of 19 to 10 at half time through the 
sterling efforts of Locke and Posik, the 
visitors staged a second half comeback 
that just fell short. They started with a 
rush, scored ten points to tie the score, 
but then Gann and Carrington foiled fur- 
ther efforts to pull out in front. Locke 
looped six field goals through the net and 
tossed in two charity throws to head the 
scorers with 14 points. Cabell and Zim- 


merman each scored eight for Alex- 
andria. 
The score: 
MARINES ALEXANDRIA 

G. F.G.P G. F.G.P 

Brenner, If. 3 1 7 

Zeher, rf... 1 0 2 Trevers, If..2 0 4 

Shelton, rf..0 0 0 Cabell, rf 4 0 8 

Locke, 6 2 Callifiower. c 0 1 1 

Gann, Ie. 2 0 4 Kersey. c 0 0 0 

Jarrineton, rg 1 0 2 Zimmer’n, lg 2 4 8 

Cronin, re 0 0 0 

Totals __13 3 29 Totals 11 6 28 


Referee: Tulluck 


QUANTICO INVADES LANGLEY 

The Quantico Marines opened their 
road trip successfully against the Lang- 
ley Field quintet by winning, 28 to 23. 
The Flyers took an early lead, due to 
the excellent play of Hutchinson and 
Kling, but were unable to stave off the 
final rush of the Devil Dogs. The game 
was nip and tuck throughout the first 
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three quarters, but Locke led the Ma- 
rine scoring machine in the last period. 
All told, Locke’s efforts netted him five 
field and five foul goals for a total of 15 


points. Posik and Zeher played a whale 
of a defensive game for Quantico. 
The score: 
QUANTICO LANGLEY FIELD 
G FGP G FGP 
Posik. f 0 1 1 Kling. f 3 1 7 
Shelton, f 1 0 2 Schubert, f — 1 1 3 
Zeher, f 0 Oo 0 Berry. f 1 0 2 
Sleight. f 1 1 3 Flick, c 
Locke. c 5 5 15 Moore, c . 0 o 0 
Gann, ¢ Kavolesk,¢.0 0 0 
Carrington, g¢1 1 3 Ketcham, ¢ 0 1 1 
Selden, ¢ - 1 1 Hutchinson,¢3 2 8 
9 27 9 5 23 


Referee: Jones. 


TWO OVER LANGLEY FIELD 


The Quantico Marines continued their 
invasion of foreign lands successfully by 
making it two straight over the Lang- 
ley Field Flyers by a score of 35 to 18. 
Unlike the game of the previous night, 
the Marines jumped to an early lead and 
held the game well under control 
throughout. A well balanced passing 
attack that featured no one in particu- 
lar sewed up the game for the Devil 
Dogs. Locke, Posik, and Carrington 
took high scoring honors with nine and 
eight points respectively. Flick, elon- 
gated center of the home team, led his 
men in scoring honors with six points. 


The score: 
QUANTICO LANGLEY FIELD 

G FGP G FGP 
Posik. f 4 0 8 Kling. f 0 1 1 
Sleight, f 0 Hetrick. f 
Zeher. f 2 1 5 Schubert. f 2 0 4 
Shelton. f 0 o 0 Berry. f 0 0 0 
Locke. c 3.3 #9 Flick. c 3 0 #6 
Boyer. c 0 Oo 0 Houe. c Oo 
Gann, ¢ 2 1 5 Ketchum. ¢~. 1 0 2 
Carrineton.¢ 4 0 8 Hutchinson,e 1 0 2 
Selden. ¢ 0 0 Kavolesk. g¢ 1 1 3 

15 5 35 8 2 18 


Referee: Jones 


QUANTICO NOSES OUT MONROE 
The Quantico Marines won their third 
game of their road trip by taking a fast, 
hard-fought battle from the Fort Mon- 
roe basketeers, 47 to 39. It was a fast 
and furious contest that saw the bird 
of victory hover over both teams 
throughout the game. The Marines led 
at half time by 27 to 17 despite the loss 
of Locke, who was put out on personals. 
Posik and Carrington brought a terrific 
second half onslaught into the enemy 
basket and wound up as high scorers 
with 15 and 11 points respectively. Deg- 
yansky bore the brunt of the Artillery- 
men’s attack and scored eleven points, 
with four field and three foul goals. 


The score: 
QUANTICO FORT MONROE 

G FGP FG P 
Posik. f Wade, f 3.632 
Zeher. f Wine, f 3 2 8 
Sleicht. f 1 0 2 Button. f 0 0 0 
Locke. c 3 1 7 Deeyansky. c4 3 11 
Boyer, c 0 Goeb. c 0 
Gann. 3.0 «6 Trier. 0 
Carrington, 5 Bryde. 2 1 5 
Selden. ¢ 1 0 2 Dunmyer.g¢.2 3 7 

22 #3 47 14 11 39 


Referee: Jones. 


Baseball’s just around the 
corner. Let’s hear about 
your Cobbs and Groves. 
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MARINES SWEEP SERIES 


The Quantico Marines made a clean 
sweep of the Peninsular series by con- 
quering Fort Monroe for the second time 
by a score of 59 to 29. It was the 
fourth victory in as many days for the 
traveling Leathernecks. The Marine 
scoring machine went into action in the 
first minute of play and kept up the 
fine work throughout. Locke, playing an 
aggressive game at center, scored as 
many points as the entire home team 
was able to garner, a total of 29, due to 
twelve field and five foul goals. Zeher 
also put himself in the limelight with 
his usual excellent floor game. Deg- 
yansky again led his team with ten 


points. 
The score: 
QUANTICO FORT MONROE 
G FGP G FGP 
Posik, f...2 0 4 Wade, f 3 F 
Shelton, f 1 0 2 Broneik, f..0 0 0 
Sleight, f ._.2 1 5 Degyansky, c4 2 10 
Locke, c _...12 5 29 Trier. ¢ 
Boyer,c...1 0 323 Bryde, ¢ 
Gann,g....1 0 2 Dunmeyer, ¢ 1 1 3 
Carrington, ~¢3 0 6 Smith, ¢ : 1 1 
Selden, 0 2 — 
10 9 29 
6 59 


Referee: Jones. 


MARINES END ROAD TRIP 


The Quantico Marines capped the cli- 
max to a very successful road trip by 
chalking up their fifth consecutive vic- 
tory in as many games; this time taking 
one from the Apprentice School of New- 
port News, Va., by a count of 53 to 34. 
Zeher and Locke had a field day, between 
them scoring enough points to beat the 
home team. Locke sank ten field and 
three foul goals for a total of 23 points, 
while Zeher shot seven field and one 
foul goal for 15 points. Six of Zeher’s 
came in the final quarter and were made 
from difficult angles. Malone of the 
Apprentice School led his team with six 
field and two foul goals to score 14 


points. 
The score: 
QUANTICO APPRENTICE SCHOOL 
G FGP G FGP 
Posik, f .3 0 6 Prancis, f ..@ 3 32 
Shelton, f _.0 1 1 Meanly, f ..1 2 3 
Zeher, f ....7 1 15 Henkel, f...1 0 2 
Sleight, f ..0 0 0 Freeman, f.0 0 0 
Locke, c .....10 3 23 Vann, c . 
Boyer, c 0 Malone, _.6 2 14 
Gann, g...0 0 0 Boyle, ¢ ... 4 0 
Carrington, 2 6 
Selden, gc... 1 O 2 13 8 34 
23 «7 «53 


Referee: Burke and Wheeler. 


INTRA-POST LEAGUE 


The first half of the Intra-post League 
at Quantico has been finished and Avia- 
tion returned the victor with a record of 
four wins and no losses. The Signal Bat- 
talion pressed the victors closely in the 
first half and are determined to win the 
second half. An appropriate trophy, 
donated by the Post Athletic Office, will 
be presented the winners of the League. 
The standings: 


Team Won Lost 
Signal Battalion ........... 3 1 
1 3 
Service Battalion .......... 0 4 
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P. BASKETEERING 
By F. G. Otis 
HIGH POINT WINS 


Flashing a last period offensive the 
High Point College basketeers nosed out 
the Parris Island Marines on January 
12th, by a score of 19 to 16. Close guard- 
ing on the part of both teams featured 
the game. Sharpshooting on the part 
of Giargiari, stellar Parris Island guard, 
enabled the Marines to hold a 12 to 9 
lead at half time; but Reese and Hast- 
ings put the collegians in the front in 
the latter part of the game. Giargiari 
and Reese each scored four field and one 
foul goals to lead their teams. 

The score: 


MARINES HIGH POINT 

G. F.G.P G. F.G.P 

Peasley, If o 0 0 Reese, if 4 1 9 

Alterson, if.0 0 0 Hastings, rf.3 0 6 

Billingsley, rf 0 0 0 Lanier, 0 

Herron, rf. 0 O 0 Johnson, le 1 1 3 

Gimber, c 2 1 5 Schwartz, re. 0 1 1 
Thomas, c 0 
Giargiari, le. 4 1 9 
Wetia, re 1 0 32 

Totals 7 2 16 Totals 8 3 #19 


Referee: Smithberger 


LOSE SECOND IN ROW 


The Parris Island Marines suffered 
their second defeat in a row at the hands 
of High Point College on January 13th 
by a score of 32 to 19. Unlike the game 
on the previous night, the collegians 
quickly jumped to the lead and were 
never headed. At half time the score 
was 15 to 4; and although the Marines 
held their opponents on more even terms 
in the second half, this lead was too 
great to overcome. Gimber scored five 
points to lead Parris Island but Hastings, 
High Point center, gave a brilliant exhi- 
bition of sharpshooting by netting six 
field and three foul goals for a total of 
15 points. 

The score: 


MARINES HIGH POINT 

G. P.G.P G. P.G.P 

Alterson, If..1 0 2 Cory. if 3630=CO«8 

Peasiey. le 1 0 2 Reese. rf 2 0 4 

Billingsley. rf 0 1 1 Smith. rf 1 0 2 

Herron, rf 1 0 2 Hastings. c 6 3 15 

Kerr, rf 1 0 32 Johnson. le 1 0 2 

Gimber, c 1 3.6 C5 Schwartz, re.0 0 0 
Thomas, c 1 0 2 
Wetia, le 0 0 
Giargiari. re 0 2 2 
Gotko, re 0 1 1 

Totals 6 7 Totals 13 6 32 


Referee: Smithberger. 


NEWBERRY NOSES OUT P. L. 

What few remaining hairs are still 
left on the outer crust of your Scribe’s 
cerebellum were nearly torn out by the 
roots in the excitement of watching the 
most thrilling and interesting game it 
has been his privilege to witness this 
season—in spite of the fact that the 
Marines lost by a 20 to 23 score on 
January 28th. The Devil Dogs’ team 
showed a camplete reversal of form 
from that shown the night before and 
had the college boys worried every min- 
ute of the game. Newberry just man- 
aged to eke out a one point lead at the 
end of the half, the score being 11 to 12. 

The second half was a nip and tuck 
affair, both teams fighting gamely for 
the lead with Giargiari, Alterson and 
Gimber bearing the brunt of the attack 
for the Marines. Repasky of Newberry 
was the outstanding player of the game, 
and was ably assisted by Shealy and 
Lambeth. With the score 20 to 19 in 


THE I§ATHERNECK 


favor of the Marines, and only one min- 
ute left to play, the Devil Dog fans 
had visions of seeing their losing streak 
broken. But they were doomed to dis- 
appointment when Archebald slipped 
through and sank a neat shot in the bas- 
ket, putting the Indians ahead 20 to 21. 
Just as the final whistle blew, Lam- 
beth, who was left completely un- 
guarded, took advantage of the situa- 
tion and dropped another for good meas- 
ure, making the final score 23 to 20. 
The line-ups: 


MARINES NEWBERRY 
FPG FT TP FG FT TP 
Billingsley, £0 3 3 Match, f — 1 0 2 
Alterson, f 20 4 Shealy. f F 
Gimber, c 2 0 4 Schinker,c .0 0 0 
Giargiari,g.3 3 9 Pipoly. 0 0 
Gotko,. ¢ 0 Baker, 3 3 
Thomas, c 0 0 0 Lambeth, f 1 0 2 
Kerr, 0 0 0 Repasky. 
Herron, 0 Archebald, f.1 0 2 
- - Weaver, c | 1 
7 6 20 Dawkins. ¢ 0 0 0 
9 5 23 


Referee: Smithbereger. 


NEWBERRY ROUTS P. I. 

Well, those boys from Newberry Col- 
lege really were “the berries,” in fact 
they gave the Parris Island team the 
“royal razzberries” by running circles 
around them in a one-sided basketball 
game January 27th, which ended with 
a 34 to 18 score. Showing a smooth 
running attack coupled with an air-tight 
defense, they had no trouble in giving 
the Marines their fifth consecutive de- 
feat. As much as Ye Scribe hates to 
admit it, still facts are facts, and the 
Marines never had a_ chance—they 
trailed from the opening whistle and 
never once seriously threatened the In- 
dians’ lead. The score at the half was 
11 to 22 in favor of Newberry and gives 
a good conception of the relative merits 
of the two teams. Repasky and Lam- 
beth starred for the Indians, while Bill- 
ingsley and Giargiari played best for the 
Devil Dogs. 

The line-ups: 


MARINES NEWBERRY 

FG FT TP FG FT TP 
Billingsley, f 1 0 2 Lambeth, f 3.06C«éi8si‘é‘é‘é6: 
Alterson, f Archebald, 2 1 5 
Gimber, c 1 3 5& Weaver, c 
Giargiari, ¢. 3 3 9 Dawkins, ¢ .0 1 1 
Gotko, ¢ 0 1 1 Repasky. « 7 0M 
Snively. f 0 0 06 Shealy. f 0 2 2 
McDowell, 0 1 1 Schinker, c 0 0 
Kerr, Match, f..1 0 2 
Thomas, c 0 0 Pipoly. 0 
Peasley. f 0 - - 

-- 4 66 

5 8 18 


Referee: Smithberge: 


HATTERS BEAT P. L. 


The Stetson University basketball 


team played the Parris Island Marines 
a social call on the evening of Janu- 
ary 30th, and when they left they had 
good reason to give the Marines the 
“high hat” for they had a well-earned 
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33 to 20 victory tucked securely in their 
crowns. 

The Marines were outplayed in the 
first half, which ended with the Hat- 
ters leading 16 to 9, but came back 
strong in the second half, outscoring 
their opponents and keeping the outcome 
in doubt until the last few minutes of 
play when Morris and Straus of Stet- 
son broke loose with several beautiful 
shots and put the score beyond the 
reach of the fighting Marines. Billings- 
ley and Gimber starred for the Devil 


Dogs. 
The line-ups: 
MARINES STETSON 
FG FT TP FG FT TP 
Gotke.f...2 0 4 Urich, f — 
Giargiari,f.1 1 3 Sandles, f 
Gimber,c ..2 0 4 Gorzeman,c.1 1 3 
Billingsley, ¢€4 1 9 Straus. 1 9 
Thomas, ¢ — 0 Morris, ¢...4 0 8 
Snively, c 0 0 Mosley, g...1 0 2 
14.65 C88 
9 2 20 
Referee: Smithberger. 


BREAK LOSING STREAK 


On February 3rd the Parris Island 
Devil Dogs broke their losing streak at 
the expense of Guilford College’s basket- 
eers, by the close score of 28 to 27. The 
game was played at breakneck speed and 
proved to be one of the fastest and 
most interesting games played here this 
season, keeping the spectators contin- 
ually on their toes and yelling them- 
selves hoarse. 

The Devil Dogs led at the half, 17 to 
11, but the Guilford boys made a strong 
bid for supremacy in the second half, 
and would have taken the game had it 
not been for “Abbie” Alterson, who was 
sent in by Coach Larsen in the last 
minute of play with Guilford ahead 27 
to 26. With twenty seconds left to play 
Alterson shot a beautiful basket from 
almost the middle of the floor and the 
whistle blew with the Marines on top, 
28 to 27. Haworth and Jamieson starred 
for Guilford, while Gimber and Mc- 
Dowell played best for Parris Island. 

The line-ups: 


MARINES GUILFORD 

FG PT TP FG FT TP 
Gotken, ¢ ...2 2 6 Pastine, f..1 0 2 
Giargiari. 3 5 Haworth, f.4 3 11 
Gimber, c ..5 0 10 Jamieson, c_3 0 6 
Thomas,¢..0 1 1 Purnell, g ..1 1 3 
McDowell, g¢.1 0 2 Chisholm, g¢.1 0 2 
Herron,c...1 0 2 Wildman, f _ 1 1 3 
Billingsley, ¢€0 0 0 Newman, ¢_0 0 0 
Alterson, f 2 
65 «(27 

6 28 

Referee: Smithberger. 


QUAKERS SMOTHER P. I. 


The Guilford College Quakers sowed 
their oats on the evening of February 
4th and the crop was successful to the 
extent of a 33 to 12 victory over the 
Parris Island basketeers, making it one 
game apiece. 

While the Quaker boys were busy 
sowing their oats it was the Marines 
who were wild in their shooting and al- 
though the Devil Dogs’ defense was 
weak it was their failure to take advan- 
tage of their opportunities coupled with 
the uncanny ability of Jamieson and 
Haworth of Guilford to sink long shots 
that cost them the game. The alert- 
ness of the Quaker guards also contrib- 
uted materially to their victory. 

The game was fairly even up to the 
last ten minutes of play, at which time 
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Guilford led by one point. Here the 
Devil Dogs seemed to wilt and from 
there on were powerless. Gotko played 
best for the Marines. 

The line-ups: 


MARINES GUILFORD 

FG PT TP FG FT TP 
Alterson, f.0 0 0 Wildman, f.1 0 2 
Peasley, f ..0 0 0O Haworth, f.4 2 10 
Herron, c ..2 0 4 Jamieson, c_3 0 6 
Giargiari, ¢«.0 0 Purnell, ¢ 1 7 
Thomas,g.1 0 2 Milmar, f..0 0 0 
Gimber, c _.1 0 2 Pastine, f ..2 0 4 
Billingsley, f1 0 2 —_—— — 
Gotko, f. 1 32 146 33 
McDowell, 


6 
Referee: Smithberger. 


TWO OUT OF THREE 

The Parris Island Devil Dogs made it 
two out of three in their basketball game 
with Guilford College on the evening of 
February 5th, by a score of 34 to 29, 
but not until two overtime periods had 
been played and the fans treated to the 
most desperately played brand of ball 
shown here in the history of the post. 
The Marines were outplayed in the first 
half and trailed at the end of that period 
by a sore of 8 to 16. It is not known 
what Coach “Swede” Larsen said to the 
Devil Dogs during the intermission at 
the half but whatever it was it had the 
desired effect, for they came back and 


fought like men inspired, slowly but 
surely overcoming the lead of the 
Quaker boys, Billingsley sinking the 


tying basket just before the whistle 
blew, making the score 28 to 28. 

The usual rest period was taken and 
the fight renewed and went nearly the 
entire extra period without a _ score 
when a double foul was called on Giar- 
giari of the Marines and Purnell of 
Guilford. Purnell went up to take his 
shot and with the fans on edge with ex- 
citement made his point and a groan 
went up from the rooters as the score 
changed to 29 to 28 in favor of Guil- 
ford. 

It was then Giargiari’s turn and with 
the hall so quiet you could hear a pin 
drop he cooly sunk a neat shot into the 
basket that tied the score again, 29 to 
29, as the fans went wild. A few sec- 
onds later the first extra period was 
over and a two-minute rest taken by 
both teams. 

With resumption of play Guilford 
failed to score, seeming unable to keep 
up the pace set by the fighting Marines, 
while the Devil Dogs garnered two bas- 
kets and a free throw, making the final 
score 34 to 29, amongst a typical fan 
demonstration. Billingsley and Gotko 
played best for Parris Island, with Gim- 
ber high scorer. The defensive playing 
of McDowell and Giargiari was excep- 
tionally brilliant for the Devil Dogs. 
The Quaker stars were Jamieson and 
Haworth, the latter also being high man 
for Guilford. 


The line-ups: 
MARINES GUILFORD 

FT TP FG FT TP 

Alterson,f..1 1 3 Pastine, f ..4 0 8 
Peasley, f ..0 0 0 Haworth, f.4 1 9 
Herron, c ..1 06 32 Jamieson, c.2 0 4 
Giargiari, ¢.3 3 9 Purnell, 4 6 
Gimber, c _.4 2 10 Wildman, c..0 0 0 
& Carson,g...1 0 2 
Billingsley, 0 6 Newman,¢c.0 0 0O 
McDowell, ¢.0 1 
12 5 29 

8 34 


12 
Referee: Smithberger. 
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INTRA POST LEAGUE 

For the second year in succession the 
Post Band won the intra-post basketball 
championship of Parris Island by defeat- 
ing the Officers’ team, 29 to 15, in the 
final game of the season. The team 
worked hard and played clean heads-up 
basketball to win. Great credit is due 
Coach Smithberger who molded a win- 
ning team from green material and to 
O’Daniell, team captain and leading 
scorer of the season. Miniature em- 
blems have been awarded to all mem- 
bers of the Band. The final standing of 
the League follows: 


Team Won Lost Percentage 
Post Band 1 
4 2 
Headquarters — 3 500 
Naval Prison 3 3 -500 
3 -500 
Service Company . 3 3 500 
Naval Hospital — 0 6 .000 


Boxing 


PEARL HARBOR SMOKER 
By A. L. Heaton 


The Fourteenth Naval District, which 
includes the Mine Force, Submarine 
Base, and Marine Barracks, held its first 
smoker here on January 14, 1932. The 
Coast Guard cutter “Itasca” was also 
present. The affair was a huge success 
with all the fights full of thrills and the 
large crowd attending was held breath- 
less until the final minute. 

The fist fight brought together two 
boys from the Sub Base, Orosz and 
Aubrico. They put up a whale of a 
scrap with Orosz taking a close decision. 
The second bout gave us Ralls of the 
Marine Barracks and Novak of the Sub 
Base. Ralls, who was fighting his first 
fight, showed a great deal of ability and 
staying power before succumbing to a 
technical “KO” in the second round. We 
are hoping to see him in action again 
soon, next time on the winner’s end. 

The third match was one of the high- 
lights of the evening with Drake of the 
Marine Barracks and Guassullo of the 
Subs keeping the crowd on their feet 
with a clean fight. Drake had his op- 
ponent on the verge of a knockout sev- 
eral times, but the tough Gob managed 
to stick the limit. This was Drake’s 
initial appearance in the ring and from 
the auspicious beginning it seems that 
he will be heard from again. Rose of 
the Marine Barracks was in a fair way 
to make it two straight for the Gyrenes 
in his battle against Morgan of the Sub 
Base. After hitting the Gob with al- 
most everything for two rounds, Rose 
walked into a right that spelled his fin- 
ish. The fifth bout was short and sweet 
with Johnson of the Marine Barracks, 
heavyweight service champion of 
Hawaii, putting Leeds of the Mine Force 
away in the second round. 

The sixth scrap was between two 
fighting Gobs. Shadix showed great 
gameness by outpointing Konka after 
suffering a broken nose. Two midget 
Philippinos swapped punches in the next 
battle. Manasello of the Mine Force 
kayoed Gabey of the Coast Guard in the 
second. The eighth fight brought to- 
gether Wertz of the Coast Guard and 
Thue of the “Bushnell,” who went three 
rounds to a draw. The semi-final was 
between Jones of the Marine Barracks 
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and Walker of the Sub Base. Jones 
easily won from his less experienced op- 
ponent. Great things are expected from 
this boy Jones this year. Last year he 
was runner-up for the Section Naval 
title and promises to go a step higher 
this year. 

The main event of the evening brought 
together Phipps of the Barracks and Del 
Rosa of the Sub Base. This was a wow 
from start to finish with both. boys 
throwing gloves by the score and keep- 
ing on their toes all the way. They both 
went through the ropes once but came 
back immediately and resumed the hec- 
tic battle. This crowd-pleaser was called 
a draw and satisfied the spectators. It 
is hoped that we may have these smok- 
ers often in the future and may they 
be exactly like this glorious evening. 


QUANTICO SMOKER 


One of the most colorful smokers ever 
held at Quantico was witnessed on Janu- 
ray 29th by a large crowd. Lieutenant 
Levensky, boxing instructor, introduced 
his leading boxers; all of whom put up 
a fine fight. The novelty of the affair 
lay in the fact that six of the twelve 
bouts were between contestants of the 
ages of seven to twelve. Interposed be- 
tween the real bouts of the evening, 
these lads stole the show with their 
great exhibitions of fisticuffs. The fire 
works started with Al McCook outpoint- 
ing Mike Fenton. Both boys weighed in 
at 52 pounds. Then Miner of the Service 
Battalion scored a technical kayo over 
Mantino of the Naval Hospital. The 
third bout brought together Jack Leven- 
sky and Dorsey Booker. These boys 
scaled 65 pounds and treated the fans to 
a clever bit of boxing. Young Jack 
brought pride to his father’s heart by 
taking the decision. The second big bout 
was fast and furious, with Strouse win- 
ning over Moore on a judges’ decision. 
Next Young Aikon outpointed Ike Fen- 
ton, thus incurring the displeasure of 
several young lady fans. These lads 
weighed 65 pounds. Parker of the Serv- 
ice Battalion won from Sullivan of the 
same outfit in the sixth bout. Then 
Bobby Hawthorne and Kid Ulrich fought 
two furious rounds to a draw. These 
men (?) were in the 70-pound class. The 
semi-final brought Resio of the Barracks 
and Turner of the Signal Battalion to- 
gether. Both men showed a great deal 
of class and the draw decision was well 
earned. In the kid’s semi-final, Young 
McHenry jabbed his way to victory over 
M. Darrah. This bout was the best of 
the evening for the youngsters. Young 
Mac will be heard from in the future. 
The final bout of the night found Med- 
lock of the Signal Battalion outboxing 
Cumeslotti of the Service Battalion. 
Medlock gave a clever exhibition of two- 
handed punching in beating his heavier 
opponent. In the kid final, Lewis and 
Knapp, two 70-pounders, boxed two 
rounds to a draw. As an aftermath, a 
battle royal between five ebony-hued 
warriors sent the spectators home 
chuckling. The judges for the night were 
Captain Cartwright and Lieutenant Fen- 
ton and the third man in the ring was 
none other than one of the ranking fight 
referees of the day, Major Heinie Miller, 
U. S. M. C. R. Gunnery Sergeant Crowe 
imitated Joe Humphries at his best. 


(Continued on page 50) 
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HEART OF A JEW 


(Continued from page 8) 


little form drew his head down and his 
answer, “Always, Honey,” was pressed 
on her quivering lips. She snuggled a 
little closer and his arm held her a little 
tighter as they sailed away to the land 
where love is always young. 


® 


The fleet was gone and the Marines 
were scattered—some were on the South 
Atlantic, some had gone through the 
Canal China bound, and others had gone 
to the jungle trails chasing the elusive 
“Sandie.” 

Eddie was now an ex-Marine. He 
had faced the old Colonel for the last 
time eye to eye, and the gates of the 
old Brooklyn Navy Yard had banged 
behind him. 8 


The office force had gone, but the 
shipping department hummed as_ the 
late orders had to go that day. Hand 
trucks whizzed. Ben Davis, the shipping 
boss, hurried from stock room to dock, 
to warehouse and back. The last load 
was gone and the tired workers punched 
the clock. One man remained. Eddie 
lined the trucks up in a perfect forma- 
tion and cleared his 
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back, his heels clicked, and his hand 
came up in salute to his new-born heir. 

Never was there such a baby—it cooed 
and gurgled as Lou-You trickled the 
warm water over its chubby limbs. As 
it lay across her lap she poured into its 
ears the babble of love that no one 
understands but a mother and her baby. 
The girls from Fleisbaums came to see 
the baby. Squealing in ecstasy and 
striving in confusion to be the first they, 
each in turn, held the “Little Darling” 
to their throbbing breast with a mater- 
nal instinct. 

Forgotten were the picture shows and 
the “Palace of Pastime” as Fddie and 
Lou-Lou became willing slaves bound 
with chains of love. His pride was to 
dress their baby in fine clothes. The 
cool weather came and the crowning ex- 
travagance of his slavery was a velvet 
coat for the little one. Lou-Lou scolded 
and threatened to take it back, but in 
her heart her adoration soared to new 
heights for the big boy that loved her 
baby. * * 


Eddie dashed across Mulberry as the 
green light came on, and stopped at the 
employees’ entrance as the whistle blew. 
The door was closed and the excited 
bunch were reading a big sign. His job 
was gone. Nabro had merged with the 
Consolidated, and the Old Man had gone 
out of business. The 
management was 


desk. The old habit 
the Marines had 
taught him, “Clean 
up before you fill up,” 
still had a place in 
his daily habits. Now 
he was leaving as the 
Old Man stepped out . 
of his office and Ben 
went forward to greet 
the head of the Na- 
bro Company. 

“Who is that man?” 
growled Old Nabro. 

“That’s our new 
shipping clerk, an ex- 
Marine.” 

“I have noticed for 
some time that he is | 
the last to leave. 
Can't he do his work 
during work hours?” 

“Can't he do his 
work? Say, he’s the 


slashing the overhead 
and the new men had 
to go. A letter from 
Ben Davis was all he 
had from the Nabro 
Company. 

With his letter from 
Nabro and his Ma- 
rine discharge Eddie 
began searching the 
city for a job. He 
answered ad after ad 
—missing some jobs 
by minutes—some he 
found that a decent 
man would not have 
—some were fakes 
that sought to wring 
a few dollars from 
the needy. Days 
slipped into weeks 
and the nest egg 
dwindled away. The 


only bozo on the pay- 
roll that gives a whoop 
whether Nabro drowns 
or starves to death.” 

“Humph,” grunted the old man, “Keep 
an eye on him, Ben.” 

Up two flights back in Bleeker Street 
was a cozy home where Lou-Lou burned 
the pork chops and scorched the toast as 
she waited for the tardy Eddie. The 
rumbling ranks of a busy world passed 
them by unnoticed and unxnown. 

Lou-Lou still dipped the fancy confec- 
tion—life grew a little sweeter and the 
bank balance a little bigger. There 
never lived a man like Eddie and her cup 
of joy trickled over the rim. 

Fleisbaums knew Lou-Lou no more. 
Her time had come—travail pressed down 
on her aching brow the crown of mother- 
hood, and Eddie with stumbling feet 
paced the narrow hall. The nurse hur- 
ried from kitchenette to bedroom and 
back, obeying the orders of the tired 
old doctor. A wail came floating out on 
the air. Eddie jerked his shoulders 


The gates had banged behind him. 


food was cut down 
and his wife and baby 
suffered. The land- 
lord became insolent 
and eviction loomed. Christmas came 
tomorrow! What a mockery, he thought. 
But Lou-Lou, with a faith that nothing 
could turn aside, reminded the skeptical 
Eddie that “The love for something, and 
the Christmas spirit lived in every hu- 
man heart.” But his faith in human 
nature, like the wintry streets, had 
slipped down to zero. The rich and the 
well-to-do whirled past the desperate 
man in gleaming cars. The wasters 
poured out of the night clubs as he hur- 
ried at dawn to search the bulletins for 
a job. Green trees were sold on many 
corners and bright lights shown on gor- 
geous presents. In the tenements the 
poor huddled for warmth. The East 
Side looked forward to His natal day 
with mixed emotions. 
* 

Old Myer, the hawk-eyed and hook- 

nosed Old Hebrew, for half a century, 
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had watched the ebb and flow of the 
needy that drifted in and out of his 
tinkling door. An old friend was com- 
ing, and, at the warning of the little 
bell, Old Myer had beamed a Yiddish 
welcome on his big fat caller, a mighty 
man in Israel. But his friend was in a 
black mood. His pool balls had been 
stolen and he had traced them to Old 
Myer’s pawn shop. With a gracious 
smile they had been returned and peace 
reigned in the Tribe of Benjamin. 

Tinkle! Tinkle! In the door came a 
shabby figure and hastily unwrapped a 
small parcel and laid a baby’s velvet 
coat on the counter. 

“How much will you loan me on this ?” 

Old Myer picked up the garment and 
dropped it with a grunt of disgust, “Two 
dollars.” 

“Two dollars? Why that coat cost me 
sixteen dollars three months ago!” 

“Two dollars.” 

“Hell! It means the poor house for 
Lou-Lou and the kid, and back to the 
Marines for me.” 

“Back to the Marines” Old Myer’s 
friend snapped erect and his beady eyes 
ran up and down Eddie’s lean and rugged 
form. “You don’t look like a snowbird 
nor a hootch hound, why do you pawn 
your baby’s coat?” 

“Because I’ve been out of work two 
months and my wife and baby are 
hungry.” 

“Are you a Leatherneck ?” 

“Ves.” 

“Got your discharge?” 

“Ves.” 

The big fat Jew ran his eyes down the 
dirty document. Semper Fidelis and the 
wings of the eagle carried him back 
thirty years. Once more Sol Rosen, the 
Fighting Jew, stood behind a _ four- 
pounder on the poop of the old “Olym- 
pia,” and heard the calm command, “You 
may fire when you are ready, Gridley.” 
He slowly folded the paper and returned 
it to Eddie. He picked up the sack of 
stolen balls; he fished a key from his 
pocket; and he stripped a yellowback 
from a hefty roll. 

“Say, I own the Arcade Pool Hall on 
Houston Street. You go down there and 
run that dump like Ole Gabe runs the 
Marines and we'll both do well.” He 
thrust the key, the bill, and the bag into 
Eddie’s ready hands. 

On the run Eddie went up the two 
flights back in Bleeker Street, and Lou- 
Lou who was walking the floor with the 
wailing babe heard his drumming feet 
with alarm. Then he burst in at the 
door! 

“Oh, Lou-Lou, I found it! I found it!” 

“Where, Eddie?” 

“In the heart of a Jew! In the heart 
of a Jew!” 


EBB TIDE IN SAMAR 
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flat that is the floor of a large part of 
Maqueda Bay when the tide is in. 

Next morning it was a stretch of slimy 
sand, miles away was the restless blue 
of the China Sea where a launch bobbed 
up and down from which came a wig- 
wagged order for me to hurry out. 
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GIGGLE GAS 
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The Patrol Officers’ advice to drive 
carefully is quite timely. I know of a 
Marine who turned around to his better 
half in the rear seat and said, “Aw shut 
up! I know what I’m doing.” One 
minute later St. Peter handed him a flute 
and told him to move over in the alto 
section! * * 

What do you think of Newton White 
of the Message Center as an example of 
the evolution of the Pony Express? 

€ * 


William Cross of the Receiving Bar- 
racks Detachment says the motor car has 
increased the ratio of mortality and cre- 
ated appalling traffic problems, all of 
which is true, but did you ever stop to 
think that it has shown many a Marine 
how to live beyond his income? To say 
nothing of ridding us of the horse-fly! 

~ 

But there are still just as many 

“horses’ necks” floating around! 
* * 


Must close now—I have a cold in my 
head. But I guess that’s better than 
nothing. 


MARINE CORPS RESERVE 
(Continued from page 42) 


activities. The company publication, 
“A Number One” is acquiring a mount- 
ing circulation and by the time this news 
is printed, the outfit will undoubtedly 
have reached its full strength. 

All in all, it is quite apparent that 
we’re bragging. So what? 

Among the things you might deem 
interesting are the following: The 
Cremo Cigar Radio Award for January 
27th went to Lieutenant W. Benson, U. 
S. M. C., Navy Yard, Boston, Mass .. . 
The French Government used cellophane 
paper to make eye-pieces for gas masks 
...In England, P. I. doesn’t mean Par- 
ris Island. It means Political Influence 
. . . Faustin Wirkus, Marine Sergeant, 
(“White King of La Gonave’’), told the 
National Geographic Society that, “The 
rum on the island is so strong that navy 
surgeons sterilize their instruments in 
it.” (Wonder how many gyrenes wanted 
their tonsils removed?) .. . To overcome 
Count de Rochambeau outranking Wash- 
ington, Louis XIV made our first presi- 
dent Lieutenant General in the French 
Service. Inasmuch as Washington was 
already Commander in Chief of the Con- 
tinental Army, it is claimed he held two 
commissions at the same time. 


SIXTH MARINE NOTES 

Athletics claimed a great deal of the 
Sixth Marine Reserve Brigade’s atten- 
tion during the month of January. The 
basketball team got off to a flying start 
in their intra-Brigade tournament. Com- 
pany “B” of Alexandria played host to 
the team of Company “G” of Washing- 
ton. The Washingtonians finally won 
the game and knew that they had been 
in a good battle. The final score, 27 to 


17, gives no indication of how really 
close the game was. 


The lead see-sawed 


Forty-nine 


opr., 1932. The American Tobacco CoXg R 


“Give me 
LUCKY STRIKE 


“My throat is all impor- 
tant to me. No harsh ir- 

ritants for yours truly. 
Giveme LUCKYSTRIKE 
— everytime. And pat your- 
self onthe back foryour 
new Cellophane wrap- 
per which makes the 
package so easy to 


Your Throat Protection—against irritation 
— against cough 


And Moisture-Proof Cellophane Keeps 
that “‘Toasted”’ Flavor Ever Fresh 


GET INTO “CIVIES” ON OUR EASY PAYMENT PLAN 


MEN’S TWO-PANTS SUITS 
NEW FALL STYLES . . 


$7 5-00 COMPLETE LINE OF 


MEN’S HATS, SHOES 
AND FURNISHINGS 


BARINES PENTER CO., INC. 724 
SAN DIEGO, CALIF. Broadway 


back and forth and only in the final 
moments were the Capitol City boys able 


to breath freely. The line-ups are not 
at hand but practically every player on 
both teams saw service. The enthusiasm 
shown by the large crowd of rooters 
added color to the gathering. 

On February 4th, Company “G”, 
flushed with victory, traveled to Hyatts- 
ville, Md., and played Company “F” of 
the Maryland National Guard at the 
Armory. The followers of both teams 
will bear witness to the fact that they 
saw a real game. Tight defensive play- 
ing during the entire game made it a 
thriller. At half time, the Marines were 
in front by a score of 9 to 8. Each 
team closed down in the second half and 
the points were scored from long shots, 
Company “F” sinking the tying point as 
the game ended, making the score 15 to 
15 and necessitating an extra period. 
After eight minutes of repetition of the 
close guarding, Hyattsville sank a field 


LOOK, LEATHERNECK! 

I am NOW with Radio Joe 
(D. J. Kaufman, Inc.) 1005 
Pennsylvania Ave. We have 
the best in Men’s Wear— 
We'll both be glad to see you. 


Geo. A. Mursick, 
Ex-Sergeant, USMC. 


goal to end the scoring for the day and 
return the winner, 17 to 15. The game 
played by the Marines surprised even 
their own followers because of its ex- 
cellence. For the second game of the 
season, the boys played in mid-season 
form. Good work, men. Keep it up! 

The National Guards lined up as fol- 
lows; assford and Hegarty, forwards; 
Lehman, center; Burrhus, Townsend, and 
Hester, guards. The Marines’ lineup 
was: Hayes, Seilburg, Bartoo, Colegren, 
and McGrath, forwards; Nelson, center; 
Wolfe, Marenburg, Cannon, and George, 
guards. 

Recruiting is in full swing at the 
Armory and from the number of ex-sol- 
diers, ex-sailors, and former Marines (I 
say former Marines because there are 
no ex-Marines; you know, once a Marine 
always a Marine) who are applying for 
membership, it looks as though we will 
have our companies well filled with for- 
mer service men. Our Brigade Com- 
mander, Lieutenant Colonel J. J. Staley, 
in an address told us to try to get only 
the men we would care to have in our 
own homes; and that is the kind of men 
we are getting. We are not after lounge 
lizards, sweet papas, or F Street cow- 
boys. We want real he-men. 

We hope to have a program of our 
summer training very shortly, as we 
know we are all looking forward to the 
two weeks encampment. It is hoped that 
Virginia Beach will again be chosen as 
the site, because we want to repeat the 
wonderful time that was had last year. 


7 
THE IEA 
THERNECK 
| 
every time 
STRIKE 
SS 
ARE 
4 
— 
> 
: 
| 
| 
| 
| 
t 
; 
> 


Fifty 


LAUNDRY 


Have your laundry done 
through the Post Exchange. 
The best quality of work and 
excellent service guaranteed. 

One of the Post Exchange 
attendants is always on hand 
to receive or deliver your 
laundry. 

SPECIAL LOW PRICES TO 
MARINE CORPS 
PERSONNEL 
POST EXCHANGE 
Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 


Sports 
(Continued from page 47) 


PIN FALLS IN WASHINGTON 
By Earland J. Lakin 


Our only major sport at the barracks 
is bowling. Having one good repre- 
sentative in one line of sport is better 
than having three or four mediocre 
teams. So all credit to our pin snipers. 

Taking time off from their regular 
schedule, our alley sharpshooters de- 
feated Fort Humphries’ determined crew 
in a five-game match away from home. 

The Quartermaster Department had a 
stroke of generosity and so enabled the 
loyal rooters to see the games. Seeing 
that Fort Humphries is quite a distance 
from this post we are standing by, won- 
dering if we'll be checked for gasoline. 
Thanks, just the same, Q. M. 

Team Captain Ellwanger’s boys found 
the alleys a bit flukey at the start and 
constantly obtained splits. In the opin- 
ion of both teams the pins were to 
blame; they didn't fall with the sharp 
crack of new maple. However, both 
teams did very good work. The first 
three games went to the Barracks by 
large counts. The soldiers came back 
strong and ran off with the fourth. The 
Marines grabbed the final by a high 
count in the last frame. 

The games aroused plenty of interest 
as there was a large gallery. It is ex- 
pected that the soldiers wil! take us on 
again in the near future on our own 
alleys. They had better bring their 
horseshoes because our boys have their 
eyes on the headpin at home. 

Because Corporal Konopa was such a 
loyal rooter, we feel that we should men- 
tion him here. That boy sings in a choir 
in one of the downtown churches. We 
can bet that he did little singing the day 
after the game. His wisecracks and im- 
partial cheering and jeering of all play- 
ers was a highlight. He got a laugh 
when he requested the Q. M. to check 
McElroy when that worthy crashed a 
window glass as the pins went down for 
a strike. 

A resume of the game shows how the 
games were won. Kapanke for the Ma- 
rines and Lekas of Fort Humphries 
rolled the high sets for their respective 
teams. 
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MARINES 
Ellwanger 92 88 96 89 95 460 
Bendetto 97 101 118 =100 98 514 
Kapanke 103 97 100 97 124 530 
McElroy 102 «124 94 96 96 512 
Dupris 114 104 lll 93 100 522 


508 514 519 475 523 2538 


FORT HUMPHRIES 


McBride 87 88 94 107 #100 476 
Ezekiel 90 94 81 265 
Grula 84 108 192 
Strang 87 110 90 89 115 491 
Kuster 100 92 107 86 90 475 


455 487 472 486 516 2416 


From the standings in the Barracks 
League one can easily see that the mar- 
gin between the first and third place 
teams is about as thin as the seat of a 
bus driver’s pants. The Business School 
team has had a relapse and has been a 
victim to the onslaughts of the leaders. 
In a race as close as this one a game and 
a half lead looks big; but it is by no 
means safe. One day’s play can show 
a new pace-setter. 

We're giving you all the dope in fig- 
ures right now: 

High High 
Won Lost Pinfall Game Set Ave 
Registrar... 15 12 12701 515 1447 .555 


Q.M 16 14 14524 543 1531 .533 
Industrial 14 16 1377 500 1445 .466 
Business 12 15 12288 506 1428 4.444 


That last place team has no “business” 
being where it is; at last it has entered 
the charmed circle by tripping off a five- 
hundred game after these many days. 
It’s about time, boys. 

Dupris, Ahern, and Mankey sent the 
bottle chattering with games 126, 119, 
and 117 respectively. High sets individu- 
ally are: Dupris 330; Ahern and Cole- 
man 315. Individual averages show the 
old regulars holding top honors. Ellwan- 
ger 104.5; Dupris 103.12; Kapanke 101.1; 
McElroy 100.9; Ahern 99.11. 

The local papers are taking notice of 
our big team. Their scores are now side 
by side with those of the big leaguers. 
As usual, the Marine Barracks team is 
leading the procession in the Marine 
Corps League. We've decided to give you 
a look at the entire records of this 
association. Figures tell the tale so you 
can reach your own conclusions as to 
who will be the ultimate winner. All re- 
cords are to February 9. 

MARINE CORPS BOWLING LEAGUE 


MARINE BARRACKS 
High High 


Name Gm. Pins St. Sp Aver. Game Set 
McElroy 57 6193 28 120 108-37 146 365 
Dupris 42 4520 16 89 107-26 144 368 


Fllwancer 53 5450 24 83 102-44 150 360 
Kapanke 48 4918 20 76 102-22 130 343 
Bennedett. 52 5111 11 81 98-15 123 318 


Piercy 33 3233 8 46 # «97-32 142 «(344 
PAYMASTERS 

Huekels 39 3992 24 62 102-14 123 335 

Pinch 28 2798 9 42 99-26 123 323 

Richardson 56 5561 23 81 99-17 122 32 

Bird 45 4470 13 68 99-15 120 320 

Ross 57 5599 22 74 98-13 123 338 

Strohecker 7 3461 9 48 93-20 117 312 

May 17 1560 4 20 91-13 113-294 
INSPECTORS 

Keller 54 5343 10 75 98-51 125 337 


Ramberg 57 5634 16 83 98-48 135 335 
Brigham 36 3452 7 SO 95-32 128 322 


Thacker 33 3122 11 41 94-20 133 300 
Steele 57 5284 15 70 92-40 120 310 
Becker 15 1385 7 92-5 105 86304 
QUARTERMASTER 
Prevost 54 5619 17 100 104-3 140 ©6354 
Sturgis 9 921 2 18 102-3 122 +331 
Sutphin 53 5366 19 89 101-13 130 366 
Miller 54 5346 23 75 99 138 339 
Lawrenson. 50 4877 13 70 7-27 120 6318 
McLean 26 2309 6 23 88-21 107 
1 81 86 243 
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COMMANDANTS 
Small .. 54 5290 13 76 97-52 135 340 
Davis 21 2056 6 33 7-19 126 313 
Sargent 45 4356 17 57 96-36 122 328 
Harley - 36 3387 8 44 94-3 129 321 
Benson 29 2961 5 33 92-23 107 303 
Larimore 232129 «26 112-295 
ADJUTANTS 

Ramsey —.. 57 5805 20 102 101-48 142 348 
Miller 42 3882 11 46 92-18 112 311 
Browning 51 4669 7 62 91-28 120 307 
Brown 45 4115 10 49 91-20 117 294 
Davis 50 4544 6 52 90-44 110 291 
leer 37 3220 5 32 87-1 102 295 

Team Won Lost Aver. Pins 
Marine Barracks 36 21 632 29425 
Paymaster 31 26 544 27951 
Inspectors 31 26 544 27171 
Quartermaster 24 30 444 26533 
Commandants 23 31 427 25677 
Adjutants 23 34 403 26511 
High Team Set, Marine Barracks 1631 
High Team Game. Marine Barracks 575 
High Individual Set, Dupris 368 
High Individual Game, Ellwanger 150 
High Strikes, McElroy 28 
High Spares, McElroy 120 

HIGH AND AVERAGE 

1. McElroy 108-37 
2. Dupris 107-26 
3. Prevost 104-3 
4. Ellwanger 102-44 
5. Kapanke 102-22 


SAN DIEGO ATHLETICS 
By J. L. Standley, Jr. 


We San Diego Marines feel that there 
isn’t a better collection of service ath- 
letes anywhere in Uncle Sam’s military- 
naval service than we have here. We 
have supported teams in every branch 
of sport brought to our notice, and, 
though at times our heads have been 
bloody, never have they been bowed. We 
wouldn’t boast, you know, but we are 
proud of ourselves. 

Shortly after New Year’s two British 
cruisers of the Canadian Squadron put 
in here for a week’s visit and we chal- 
lenged them to a game of Rugby. The 
“Limies” were, as usual, game; we were 
accepted immediately; and the date set. 
Our team was composed of men who had 
played in Shanghai, Philadelphia, and 
a couple of football men who thought 
this game would be fun. With very 
little training or practice on the part of 
either outfit, the game was called at 
Navy Field and the Marines played the 
visitors off their feet. The Britishers 
played well and hard, but our Marines 
played better, and as the final whistle 
blew, the score board read, Marines 18, 
England 0. One visitor was heard to 
remark after the game, “The little 
blighter with the lame leg just slithers 
by and can make you miss him so close.” 
The “little blighter” was none other than 
Corporal Burke of Shanghai fame. 

This was the first time that rugby 
had been played in San Diego and it 
seems to have taken hold in great style. 
The spectators showed a great deal of 
interest and the sport enthusiasts are 
asking about future games. 

Our basketball season is drawing to 
a close and to date we have come 
through five conference games with nary 
a loss; Marine Aviation, U. S. S. “Hol- 
land,” Fleet Base Force, Naval Hos- 
pital, and U. S. S. “Altair.” With but 
two conference games remaining, Naval 
Air and National Guard, the fourth con- 
secutive league championship for the 
Marine Base seems assured. 

In the Naval Operating Base Service 
Bowling League, the U. S. S. “Altair” 
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won first place with the Marines a close 
second. Paymaster Sergeant Smith, 
with an individual average of 173 for 
the 48 games played, led the team 
throughout the schedule. The final league 
standing was: 


Games 

Teams Played Won Lost 
&. 3. @& 51 9 
Marine Corps Base.. 64 43 21 
“Detroit” No. 1..... 60 36 24 
“Holland” No. 1.... 60 33 27 
64 26 38 
“Holland” No. 2.... 52 20 32 
“Detroit” No. 2..... 56 20 36 


Naval Dist. Hdqts... 64 32 32 
U.S. S. “Preston”... 64 15 49 


Extra Innings 


Although it is not our intention to 
make this sport talk a melting pot or a 
debating forum, we feel that we must 
turn to argument this month because 
of an article written for “Our Navy” by 
our good friend, Loren Casey. Mr. Casey 
comments upon boxing and boxers of the 
Navy in his sport talk. He goes on to 
say that “Gene Tunney is about the only 
man to achieve greatness in the squared 
circle after leaving the Leathernecks. 
There may have been a few others that 
got close to the top notch position, but 
they are not remembered by the present 
writer.” 

Now our complaint is that Mr, Casey 
named a few fine fighters of the Navy 
—but not one of them is still doing bat- 
tle. Tom Sharkey, Frank Moran, and 
“Gunboat” Smith, whom he names, are 
legends in the Navy, but do not belong 
to the present day. Had he named Jack 
Sharkey or Ernie Shaaf we would have 
conceded the point to him and said no 
more. The Marine Corps has its long 
line of immortals also. Corporal 
“Georgie” La Blanche, who jumped ship 
in San Francisco to whip the original 
Jack Dempsey in 32 rounds, heads the 
list. “Si” Young, one of Billy Roche’s 
old proteges, is another good old-timer. 
Many more, perhaps, could be added to 
the list; but lack of space forces us to 
curtail our writing. 

It is our strong contention that the 
present day Marine boxer compares very 
well to the Navy man of his class. We 
have a short note from Pfc. Daniel F. 
Jones, of the American Legation Guard, 
Peiping, China, in which he backs us 
up. Jones writes: “The last write-up 
of the Anniversary Smoker at Guam 
last November failed to bring out the 
color of the main event. This fight 
brought together two of the best welter- 
weights in the services today. Joe 
Duguay and Jimmie Brandt. Duguay 
is classed with the leading welters of this 
country numbering among his victims, 
the former welterweight champion of 
the world, Lou Brouillard. Duguay de- 
feated Brouillard in 1929 just prior to 
going to Guam. He has been a fighting 
Marine for the past five years. While 
at Portsmouth, N. H., Joe Duguay was 
considered by many to be the champion 
of the New England States.” 

“Jimmie Brandt has met all comers 
from ships that have stopped at the 
Mid-Pacific station during the past two 
years and before that compiled a won- 
derful record on the West Coast. He 
started his career under the watchful eye 


Fifty-one 


times. 


Get it at 


COMMISSARY 
DEPARTMENTS 


of all Barracks 
50c THE BOX 


GIVE HER A BREAK! 


A letter from you means more to her than 
one of the president’s messages. Proof: 
She’ll read your letter, not once but many 
In fact, she’ll wear it out reading 
it! ... Give her a break; make it full of 
news —and write it on the stationery 
she loves! 
Marines know. Eaton’s Highland—Linen, 
or Vellum. Eaton Paper Company, for- 
merly Eaton, Crane & Pike Company, 
Pittsfield, Massachusetts. 


HIGHLAND 


WRITING PAPERS 


You know what that is. All 


EATON’S 


LINEN 


> 4 > 4 > 4 


See Us and 
Dress Better 


Everything in Men’s Wear 
CLOTHING — HATS — FURNISHINGS — SHOES 


Quality and style you like to wear at prices you like to pay 


SOL HERZOG, INC. 
CORNER NINTH AND F 
WASHING 


Twenty-six years 
in business and 
still going strong! 


1TON, D. C. 


> 4 33 


Why Take a Chance? 
Pasteurized Milk Is Safe Milk! 


Delivery in Quantico, Virginia 


Farmers Creamery Co., Inc. 


Fredericksburg, Va. 


of Gunnery Sergeant Logue in 1925. 
Brandt is one of the most popular men 
who ever stepped into the squared circle 
and has been a main event fighter for 
years. Although losing the decision to 
Duguay, he has lost none of his caste 
with the critical followers of the game.” 
While on the subject of Jimmie 
Brandt, we have just learned that he has 
arrived at Shanghai, which at the pres- 
ent time seems to be the mecca of the 
Marine Corps boxers. We may have 
left ourselves wide open to retort and 
reprove with the foregoing remarks but 
we are certain that there are many more 
among the personnel of the Corps that 
feel as we do. We agree most heartily 
with Jones in mentioning the two boys 
for they, and many more, have placed 
Marine Corps boxers in the limelight. 
Boxing has always been considered a 
he-man sport that is bound to attract 
red-blooded, athletically minded persons 
of both sexes; and although it is sup- 


posedly on the down grade in profes- 
sional circles, the services are doing 
their bit to put it back to its former 
peak. Any spot on the globe has its 
quota of Soldiers, Sailors, and Marines 
ready to give the crowd a great show 
at any time. In closing may we thank 
Jones and “Paddy” Brennan for their 
interest in this sport; and beg them to 
continue their activities in calling our 
attention to the Marine boxers. 


Fred Zavelitch, USMC, outfought 
Cunao Paul, French Navy Champion, at 
the Shanghai Auditorium to gain a well 
earned decision. The Frenchman’s de- 
fensive tactics marred the bout, but the 
Marine won a clean cut decision. At the 
same place, Jock Begbie, British welter- 
weight champion of the China Fleet, took 
a fight from Kid Jennings after ten 
rounds of excellent boxing. The Brit- 
isher finished strongly to win. 
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OFFICERS—SMALL ARMS TARGET PRACTICE 
Officers who are required to fire the rifle and ; 
pistol courses and who are expecting assign- ; 
ments to the Field Officers’ School or to Com- 
pany Officers’ School should take the necessary 
THESE SHIRTS STA ts YOUR SIZE ! steps to fire the prescribed marksmanship courses 
with the rifle and pistol prior to 1 July of the 
year in which they enter one of these schools 
No provisions for firing these courses is included 
in the curriculum of these schools and the time 
of student officers after school opens is so occu- 
pied as to offer no opportunity to fire the rec- 
ord target practice course. 
THE ARROW $495 
+ R U P 1 YANGTZE SERVICE MEDAL 
M Navy Department, General Order No. 205, which , 
5 ‘ 2 authorizes the award of the Yangtze Service 
in white, stripes and Medal to officers and enlisted men of the Navy 
iat x and Marine Corps, who served on short in Shang- 
2? us tt colors hai, China, between 3 September, 1926. and to a 
date to be determined later and to those who 
were attached to and serving on board the ves- 
sels mentioned therein, has been amended to in- 
. : : clude the Sixth Regiment of U. S. Marines on 
THE ARROW $ 50 ; board the U. S. S. “Henderson” from 2 May to 
PADDOCK BS 2 June, 1927, and the personnel of the Expedi- 
tionary Duty Detachment, Aircraft Squadrons. 
x Third Brigade, U. S. Marines, who were on board 
in white the U. S. S. “Henderson” at Shanghai, China, 
* from 23 June to 29 June, 1927. 
and plain coters The Yangtze Service Medal, owing to unavoid- 
able delay, will not be ready for distribution for 
some time. Applications for this insignia which 
have been or may hereafter be received will not 
be acknowledged but will be filed awaiting de- 
SA NFORIZED au SHRUNK livery and distribution of the medal. 
GUARANTEED TO FIT YOU PERMANENTLY VIRGINIA 
The State of Virginia has been transferred from 
the Eastern Recruiting Division to the Southern 
Recruiting Division. This automatically trans- 
SG B fers it from the Eastern to the Southern Reserve 
Kae ES yyy” GENERAL INFORMATION FINGER PRINT RECORDS 
iS TQADE on maak (Continued from page 5) It has been noted that Chapter 2-58 (1) Marine 
~N Bx} Corps Manual is not being complied with as re- 
(NS gards the finger print records of men reenlisting. 
YN Especially is this true in regards to men re- 
~ Corporal James Evans, USMC: January 27 enlisting at Post. Form N. M. C. 330 should be 
BR YOUR “FRAT” PIN 1932. Future address 1355 South Hill Street. g 
A _ Los Angeles, Calif serve, whether they reenlist from the Army. 
FOR HER Sergeant Dahir Hanna, USMC; January 22. Navy. Coast Guard or Marine Corps. (Extract 
y 1932. Future address: 1000 Crawford Street, from Headquarters Bulletin No. 76.) > 
Terre Haute, Ind 
A First Sergeant Jacob Frank, USMC: Febru- . 
“X ary 15, 1932. Future address: 155 Barclay NATIONAL SAILORS HOME 
A Street, Newark, N. J. ; The Bureau of Navigation has received litera- 
Y 4 Q Corporal Thomas FP. Million, USMC: Febru- ture describing the National Sailors Home at 
: . s ary 15, 1932. Future address: 1120 South Duxbury, Massachusetts. This is a private chari- 
A 4 Broad Street, Philadelphia, Pa table institution, the benefits of which are avail- 
able to those who have rendered honorable service 
*. 4 CALIBER .45 AMMUNITION in the Navy and Marine Corps and are disabled. 
DS.’ Until further orders, Frankford Arsenal, Lot The Bureau desires that the letter quoted be- 
No. 402, caliber 45 ammunition, date of manu- low be brought to the attention of all enlisted 
facture, 1929, and Frankford Arsenal, Lot No personnel 
Set with genuine seed 303, caliber .45 ammunition, date of manufac- “The National Sailors Home, a Massachu- 
pearls, hard oven baked ture, 1927, will not be considered serviceable for setts charitable corporation, established a 
use in the Thompson submachine gun home at Wollaston, Massachusetts, shortly 
enamel. Individual plush after the Civil War with funds provided 
lined, leatherette covered RIFLE AND PISTOL COMPETITIONS through public contributions. This Home is 
ake Rifle and pistol competitions and matches will maintained for the benefit of those who ren- 
metal boxes. be held as follows dered honorable service in the Navy or Ma- 
(a) Division rine Corps of the United a = are 
. or Asiatic at Peiping. = i ar- now disabled by wounds, sickness, old age 
Soli 9. Detachment, American Legation. Peiping, China. eir 4 
Olle 1 K Gold, each O¢ and the Regimental Commander, Fourth Marines. ice was rendered is not material and is not 
preferably during the latter part of the target confined to the time of a national conflict. 
, _ year 1932. Consideration will be given to avail- If there comes to your attention any for- 
At your Post Exchange able transportation for competitors from Guam mer naval or marine veterans who are 
or Dealers Everywhere and the Commanding Officer, Guam, informed. qualified and desire the benefits of the Home. 
. Western at Marine Corps Base, Naval Oper- please have them communicate with the 
ANOTHER H-H QUALITY ating Base, San Diego. Calif.. during the week Home, because vacancies are constantly oc- 
PRODUCT beginning Wednesday, 9 March, 1932 curring. 
West Indies at Marine Barracks, Nava ta- 
tion, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, during a weet THE FOLLOWING-NAMED MEN HAVE ATTAINED ' 
Hilborn-Hambur er beginning Monday, 28 March, 1932 A SCORE OF 328 OR BETTER OVER THE 
4 , Southeastern at Marine Barracks, Parris Is- RIFLE QUALIFICATION COURSE a» 
15 E 9 land, S. C., during the week beginning Monday. DURING 1932 
5 East 26th St., . 
= 1 May, 1932 Corporal Andrew C. Moore 334 
New York, N. Y. Eastern at Marine Barracks, Quantico, Va., Corporal Charles F. Eck___ 330 } 
during the week beginning Monday, 23 May. Gy-Set. James N. Olmsted. 328 
y (b) The San Diego Trophy Team Match at Corporal Byron J. Watkins. 328 e 
Sol) Marine Corps Base. Naval Operating Base. San 
Dy >> Diego, Calif.. immediately following the West- THE FOLLOWING-NAMED MEN HAVE ATTAINED 
A SCORE OF 95 OR BETTER OVER THE 
‘c) The Marine Corps Rifle and Pistol Compe- PISTOL QUALIFICATION COURSE 
titions at Marine Barracks, Quantico. Va.. dur- DURING 1932 
ing the week beginning Tuesday, 31 May. 1932. 
PATRONI (d) The Elliott Trophy Team Match at Ma- Gy-Set. Henry M. Bailey 99 
ZE rine Barracks, Quantico, Va., immediately fol- Set. John F. Fessino 98 
lowing the Marine Corps competitions Ist Lt. Lewis A. Hohn 97 
(e) The Lauchheimer Trophy award will be Gy-Set. James R. Tucker 97 
OUR ADVERTISERS made upon the completion of the Marine Corps Ch. M. Gun. Otho Wiggs 96 
4 4 competitions. Set. Ralph B. McKinley 96 
In each division and in the Marine Corps com- Set. Wallace “W" Scott 95 
petitions the pistol firing will follow immedi- Cpl. Alvie L. Thomas 95 
ately after the conclusion of the rifle firing. Pvt. Robert H. Davis. 95 
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MARINE POSTS 


The following is a complete list of all posts 
in the U. S. Marine Corps with their official 
designation: 

Marine Detachment, Station Ship, Reina Mer- 


cedes, Annapolis, Md. 

Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, Boston, Mass. 

Marine Detachment, Receiving Ship, Boston, 
Mass. 

Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, Charleston, S. C. 

Marine Detachment, Naval Hospital, Chelsea, 
Mass. 

Marine Barracks, Naval Ammunition Depot, 
Dover, N. J. 


Marine Detachment, Naval Magazine, Fort La- 
fayette, N. Y. 

Marine Barracks, 
Fort Miffiin, Pa. 

Marine Barracks, Naval Training Station, Great 
Lakes, Ill. 


Naval Ammunition Depot. 


Marine Barracks. Naval Operating Base, Hamp- 
ton Roads, Norfolk, Va 

Marine Barracks, Naval Ammunition Depot. 
Hawthorne, Nev. 

Marine Barracks, Naval Ammunition Depot. 


Hingham, Mass 

Marine Barracks, Naval Powder Factory. Indian 
Head, Md. 

Marine Barracks, 
Iona Island, N. Y. 

Marine Barracks, Naval Torpedo Station. Key- 
port, Wash. 

Marine Barracks, 
West, Pia. 

Marine Barracks, Naval Air Station, Lakehurst, 
N. J. 


Naval Ammunition Depot. 


Naval Operating Base. Key 


Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, Mare Island, 
Calif. 

Marine Detachment, Naval Prison, Mare Island. 
Calif. 


Marine Detachment, Receiving Ship, San Fran- 
cisco, Calif. 

Marine Barracks, 
London, Conn. 

Marine Barracks, 
London, Conn. 

Marine Barracks, Naval Torpedo Station, New- 
port, R. 

Marine Detachment, Newport, R. I. 

Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, New York. N. Y. 

; Detachment, Receiving Ship. New York, 


Naval Submarine Base, New 


Naval Operating Base, New 


Detachment, Naval Hospital, New Yerk. 
Marine Barracks, Norfolk Navy Yard, Ports- 
mouth, 

Marine Detachment, 
Portsmouth, Va. 

Marine Barracks, Parris Island. S. C. 
— Barracks, Naval Air Station, Pensacola, 

a. 

Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Marine Detachment, Receiving Station, Phila- 
delphia, Pa. 

Marine Barracks, 

H 


Norfolk Naval Hospital. 


Navy Yard, Portsmouth, 


oe Detachment, Naval Prison, Portsmouth, 
H 


Marine Barracks, 
Bremerton, Wash. 
Marine Detachment. Receiving Station, Puget 
Sound Navy Yard, Bremerton, Wash. 
Marine Barracks, Quantico, Va. 
Marine Detachment, Rapidan Camp, Criglers- 
ville, Va. 
Marine Corps Base, Naval Operating Base, San 
Diego, Calif. 
‘ — Detachment, Receiving Ship, San Diego, 
alif. 
Barracks, Naval Air Station, San Diego, 
alif. 
Detachment, Naval Hospital, San Diego, 
alif. 
Marine Detachment, Naval Air Station, Seattle, 
Wash. 
Marine Barracks, Naval Ordnance Plant, South 
Charleston, W. Va. 
Marine Barracks, Naval 
St. Julians Creek, Va. 
Marine Barracks. Washington, D. C. 
_ Barracks, Navy Yard, Washington, 
Marine Detachment, Naval Hospital, 
ton, 
7 Marine Barracks, Navy Mine Depot, Yorktown. 
a. 
Marine Barracks, Naval Station, Cavite, P. I. 
Marine Barracks, Naval Station, Olongapo, P. I 
Marine Barracks, Naval Submarine Base, Coco 
Solo, I. C. Z. 
Marine Barracks, 
Marine Barracks, 
Bay. Cuba. 
Marine Barracks, 
Harbor, T. H 
Marine Detachment, 
ping, China. 
Marine Detachment, 


Puget Sound Navy Yard, 


Ammunition Depot, 


Washing- 


Naval Station, Guam, M. I. 
Naval Station, Guantanamo 


Naval Operating Base, Pearl 
American Legation, Pei- 


Naval Station, Samoa. 


Ist Marine Brigade, Port au Prince, Haiti. 
2nd Marine Brigade, Nicaragua. 
4th Marines, Shanghai, China. 
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The FIRST to LAND 


this new 8 oz. vacuum tin! 


HE Marines are the first to receive this 

new package. It was your idea. We 
received word that Marines needed some- 
thing that would guarantee fresh smoking 
tobacco, so we prepared this 8-ounce 
vacuum tin. 

The tobacco sealed in the vacuum keeps 
for an indefinite period. None of the orig- 
inal aroma or freshness is lost. 

Sir Walter Raleigh Smoking Tobacco 
now offers the Marines an extra-mild blend 
of fine full-bodied Burleys always fresh 
no matter where or when it is purchased. 
Try it and you'll swear by it. 


Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corporation, Louisville, Ky. 


Roster for Promotion 


SERGEANT MAJOR 


First Sergeant James M. Darmond. 
First Sergeant Charles Davis. 

First Sergeant Lee T. Bowen. 

First Sergeant Charles W. Harrmann. 
First Sergeant Jeremiah Twohie. 

First Sergeant Charles G. Klehm. 
First Sergeant William W. Harrmann. 
First Sergeant Hall V. Cartmell. 
Gunnery Sergeant Morris Fisher. 
First Sergeant Daniel W. Brosnan. 
First Sergeant Raymond Clayton. 


FIRST SERGEANT 


Gunnery Sergeant Robert C. Wood. (band duty). 
Sergeant John C. Wright. 

Sergeant James T. Aylward. 

Sergeant Walter Glasgow. 

Sergeant Willis E. Hall. 

Sergeant John A. Hidy. 

Sergeant Dalton D. Farrar. 

Sergeant Thomas F. Dowd. 

Pfc. Levis E. Giffin (band duty). 

First Sergeant (TW) Raymond G. Jones. 
Gunnery Sergeant Richard Shaker. 
Gunnery Sergeant Lloyd A. Bogart. 


ATTEN---TION! 


Marines travel 
more in one cruise 
than the average 
traveling  sales- 
man travels in a 
lifetime. Totty’s 
Trunks and Bags 
are constructed 
to withstand the 
hard knocks of transport, rickshaw, 
train, or push-cart. They are as 
strong as the average Leatherneck, 
and as stylish as a fashion mart. 


AT ALL POST EXCHANGES 
Specify 


Totty Trunk & BagCo. 


PETERSBURG, VA. 


GUNNERY SERGEANT 


Sergeant Rudolph Kohs, Ordnance. 
Sergeant Everett J. Drury, Ordnance. 


Sergeant Carl Raines, Ordnance. 

Pfc. Cecil R. Watkins. Band Duty. 

Gunnery Sergeant (NNGD) Louis 
Ordnance. 

Pfc. James A. Kane, Lithographer. 

Gunnery Sergeant (NNGD) Walter E. Anderson, 
Motor Transport. 

Gunnery Sergeant 
Ordnance. 

Staff Sergeant Chester P. Fullerton, Engineer 
and Post Maintenance. 

Staff Sergeant Jess E. Fulton, 
Post Maintenance. 


Rossich, 


(NNGD) Chester A. Davis, 


Engineer and 


STAFF SERGEANT 


COMMANDER BYRD took twelve copies of 


30 GAMES OF 
SOLITAIRE 


A Lifetime of Entertainment 


All different—50c, dealer or post- 
paid—or in handsome gift box, 75c. 
And here is another book: 
30 MORE GAMES OF SOLITAIRE 
All different—i0c and 65c. Both books with 
60 different games $1.00; boxed $1.20. 
LEWIS CO., 3824 Spencer Ave., Norwood, O. 


Corporal Mike Debiski, Mechanical. 
Sergeant Cecil E. Anderson, Mechanical. 
Sergeant Kenneth F. Curtis, Mechanical. 


Sergeant Frederick E.. Wathen, Mechanical. 
Corporal Joseph G. Vogt, Mechanical. 
Corporal Richard M. Couch, Mechanical. 
Sergeant Merl S. Smith, Clerical. 
Sergeant Joseph L. Stoops, Clerical. 
Sergeant Leonard T. Hughes, Clerical. 
Sergeant Arthur V. Erickson, Clerical. 
Sergeant Baxter E. Vann, Clerical. 
Sergeant Douglas S. Catchim, Clerical. 
Sergeant Robert G. Hendricks, Clerical. 


MARINES 


Get your barber work done at 
reasonable prices with excellent 
and courteous service at 


GEORGE P. TOTARO’S 


741 Sth Street S. E. Washington, D. C. 


Sergeant Harold C. Sharp, Clerical. 
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MARINE CORPS 


INSIGNIA 
& 
EQUIPMENT 


CAP & COLLAR DEVICES 
INSIGNIA OF RANK 
BUTTON SETS FOR UNIFORMS 
SABRES & SABRE KNOTS 
MEDALS & CAMPAIGN RIBBONS 
MARKSMANSHIP BADGES 
LIQUID ROUGE 


| 
| i At your dealer or post exchange | 


| NS.MEYER, INC. 


Paris Auto Service, Inc. 
PONTIAC and STUDEBAKER 
AUTOMOBILES 
Our guaranteed used cars are 
REAL BUYS 
The oldest Automobile Dealers 
Cc. G. PARIS 
Insurance Agent 
Automobile Insurance a Specialty 
Phones 305-307 Quantico, Va. 


DREYER 
TRADING COMPANY 


24 Stone Street 
New York. N.Y. 


Write fer catalogue 


Distributors to the Post Exchanges 


SNO-WHITE 


A perfect preparation for renewing 
the freshness and beauty of dress 
White Belts, for Canvas Shoes, etc. 
The unique advantages of Sno-White are 
that it is easy to apply, gives im- 
mediate and perfect results, and 
when applied cannot rub off 
or soil other clothing 
Price 25 Cents 
Prepared by 
F. P. WELLER, Druggist 
Cor. 8th and I Sts. 8. E. 
Washington, D. C. 


Dawson Kraft Shop 


Quantico, Va. 


Kodak Finishing 
Copying & Enlarging 
Hand Coloring 


“Dawson Made They Will Not Fade” 
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DEATHS 
Officers: 

CALHOUN, William Victor, Captain. MCR, in- 
active, died December 2, 1931. of disease, at 
Detroit, Michigan Next of kin: Mrs. Eunice 
F. Calhoun, wife, 1478 Baldwin Avenue, Detroit. 
Mich 

TAUSSIG, Richard A.. Second Lieutenant, MCR. 
inactive, died November 14. 1931, of disease, at 
Baltimore. Maryland. Next of kin: Mrs. Grace 
T. Flavell, sister, 238 Winona, Ave., German- 
town, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


Enlisted Men: 

CLAYTON, Denver Hetzel, Private First Class. 
died January 1, 1932. of disease, at USNH, Nor- 
folk, Virginia. Next of kin: Mrs. Brudella Clay- 
ton. mother, Davis. W. Va 

CUNNINGHAM, Leo Joseph, Corporal. died Janu- 
ary 6, 1932. at Quantico. Va Next of kin: 
Mrs. Jessie S. Cunningham, wife. Quantico, Va 

MUTCHLER. Charles Leo, Private. killed in auto- 
mobile accident January 10, 1932, at Washine- 
ton. D. C Next of kin: Fred P. Mutchler. 
father, 1239 Herald Avenue, Janesville, Wis- 
consin 

REFFER., Fred. Private. killed in automobile acci- 
dent January 10. 1932, at Washington. D. C 
Next of kin: Fred Reffer, father, Ledyard, Iowa 

TROMPETER. Joseph Herman. Sergeant. died 
January 16, 1932. in Gorgas Hospital. of in- 
juries received on that date when he was hit 
by a street car in Balboa. C. Z. Next of kin 
Mrs. Annette A. Trompeter. wife, 415 North 
E’eventh Street. Lebanon. Pennsylvania 

VIETEN. Louis. First Sergeant. drowned January 
16. 1932, at Balboa. C. Z. Next of kin: Mrs 
Julia Vieten, mother, 1534 Marston Street, Phila- 
delphia. Pennsylvania 

ADAMS, Bewell G.. Private First Class. MCR, in- 
active, died November 7, 1931, at Philadelphia. 
Pennsylvania Next of kin: Mrs. Catherine 
Adams. wife, 5311 Greenway Avenue, Phila- 
delphia. Penna 

CARTER. James. First Sergeant. retired. died 
November 12, 1931. of disease, at Jacksonville. 
Fiorida. Next of kin: Miss Jane Sanford, (rela- 
tionship not known). Station “F’’, General De- 
livery, Jacksonville. Fla 

JOHANNSEN. Lorenz. Quartermaster Sergeant, 
retired. died January 1, 1932. No record of 
next of kin 

MULLER. Alfred Louis. Corporal, MCR. inactive. 
killed in automobile accident, December 20, 1931. 
at Chicago. Illinois. Next of kin: Mrs. Clara 
Muller. mother, 3333 Foster Avenue, Chicago. 
T’linois 
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AN OPEN INVITATION 
Dear Sir: 
Once a Marine. always a Marine 
To show my appreciation for what the U. S 
Marines have done for me, I will obligate myself 
to see any Marine through the city of Chicago 
Sergeant Major Proctor’s article on Recruiting 
in the February issue of ‘““‘The Leatherneck" was 
a story that only a “Proctor” could write 
BARNETT NEIDLE,. 
QM. Sergeant. USMCR 
7134 Lafayette Avenue, 
Chicago, Il 


WITH THE HELP OF GOD 
Dear Sir: 

It is my pleasure today to meet in Fresno, 
Calif.. two Real He Marines, namely, Samuel F 
Hollins & Andrew P. Dron. both boys who are 
making good, and highly respected citizens of 
Fresno 

Andrew P. Dron is connected with the Cali- 
fornia Hotel at Fresno, the leading hotel of that 
city. Any Marine or Ex-Marine who happens to 
be stopping over at Fresno, be sure to make the 
California Hotel your headquarters Mr. Dron 
you will find behind the desk, glad to see you. 
and will do all he can to make you feel at home 

Mr. Samuel F. Hollins is an attorney. dealing in 
law. mighty fine fellow to meet personally. and if 
you are seeking legal advice I am sure he would 
be able to give it to you as he is very much alive 
and on his toes. 

My purpose of looking these gentlemen up was 
of course. with the idea in mind of enlisting their 
assistance in helping me to form a Marine Corps 
League Detachment in Fresno, which needless to 
say is going ‘to be forth-coming, with the help 
of God and a few more Marines. While we were 
sitting in Mr. Hollins’ office exchanging remi- 
niscences. etc.. the following conversation took 
place which will better explain to you the type 
of man Hollins is. As I was about to leave his 
office he reached across his desk to shake hands 
with me, and said: “Now Kingsley. is there any 
thing we can do for YOU personally? You have 
to make a living the same as the rest of us 
You are in the cutlery business; who do you sell 
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here in Fresno?” I told him, naming over my 


customers “Don't you sell so and so?” No: 
but I would sure like to. “Just a minute, that 
fellow is a friend of mine.” Reaching for his 


phone he lost no time in calling the man up, etc.. 
etc. You can guess the rest. 

Gentlemen, you don’t meet those kind of men 
every day in my game. It’s Hollins’ type that 
makes the Marine Corps what it is. And it's 
officers of his type that can, andi have in the 
past, led the Leathernecks into the very mouth 
of hell, and accomplished what seemed to be the 
impossible. 

What the League aims to do. as I understand 
it. is to carry on that spirit of comradeship. 
Let's go! 

THOS. J. KINGSLEY. 
Commandant, Dept. of Calif. M. C. L 


THANKS PAL 
Dear Sir: 

In renewing my subscription for the coming 
year, I want you to know that I enjoy immensely 
reading the many articles appearing in ‘The 
Leatherneck.”’ 

The editorials commenting on various topics 
and subjects and the many inspiring stories about 
the Marines are highly commendable. 

I really think that it is to every Marine's ad- 
vantage to subscribe to our magazine. 

PVT. JOHN SUTO. 


First Brigade, USMC, 
Port au Prince, Haiti. 


Questions and Answers 


Q.—A man that is temporarily attached to an 
organization as a straggler from another post 
and awaiting transfer to his organization is 
carried under the heading, TEMPORARY AT- 
TACHED When he is transferred on the next 
month's roll, can the following heading be used, 
TEMPORARILY ATTACHED, TRANSFERRED?— 
IST SERGEANT, MB———. 

Answer: Yes. 

Q.—A man is on authorized liberty from his 
post and is picked up by the civil authorities 
before his liberty has expired When does his 
AOL start —IST SERGEANT, MB-——. 

Answer: The AOL starts when liberty expires. 

(b>) When man is in hands of CA and no re- 
marks are on the muster roll that the man is on 
furlough for the purpose of standing trial. what 
remarks should be shown on the muster roll? 

Answer: 5-13 IHCA 

(c) What is the difference between AUTHOR- 
IZED LIBERTY and FURLOUGH? 

Answer: Absence from post for less than 48 
hours is considered as LIBERTY and over 48 
hours as FURLOUGH. 

(d) A man in hands of civil authorities is not 
tried for about three months and has been re- 
leased on bail pending trial. How should this 
man be shown on the muster rolls while out on 
bail and doing duty at his station? 

Answer: Thi sman should be shown as on regu- 
lar duty. 

Q.—Should probationary warrants issued prior 
to the approval of the Marine Corps Manual, 
1931, be sent in for confirmation?—IST SER- 
GEANT, GUAM. 

Answer: Yes. All warrants marked probation- 
ary are subject to confirmation. 

Q.—"X" awaiting trial by summary court- 
martial for AWOL breaks arrest. He is tried by 
SCM for AWOL and acquitted. Can he then be 
tried for breaking arrest?—1IST LT., USS——— 

Answer: Yes Additional offenses committed 
prior to trial should be added to the original 
offense; see Naval Courts and Boards, Sec. 189 

Q.—The Company being in column of platoons. 
the captain commands, PREPARE FOR INSPEC- 
TION. What command follows the above com- 
mand and by whom is it given?—1ST LT., MB, 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 

Answer: TR. 420-50, Sec. IV, Par. 42 a (1), 
reads, “the company being in column of pla- 
toons. the captain commands: PREPARE FOR 
INSPECTION. At this command the platoon 
leaders open ranks as described in Par. 30a (2).” 
Then see TR. 420-5, Par. 42 (10), which reads, 
“upon completion of the inspection of each 
platoon its leader takes post, draws saber, faces 
to the left, commands: 1. CLOSE RANKS; 2. 
MARCH, and adds REST after the ranks have 
been closed. He then takes his post in front 
of the center of the platoon.” Also see Landing 
Force Manual, 1927, Section VI, INSPECTIONS 
(Company Inspection), Article 5-17. 

Q.—Information is requested as to whether or 
not the Expeditionary Medal has been awarded 
for service in Nicaragua since 31 March, 1930?— 
18ST LT., USS———. 

Answer: The Expeditionary Medal is not au- 
thorized for service in Nicaragua during 1930. 
The Second Nicaraguan Campaign Medal which 
is awarded for service in that country between 
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27 August. 1926. and 31 March. 1930, will be 
awarded for service in Nicaragua after 31 March, 
1930; however, a terminating date has not been 
decided upon. 


Q.—Why is it necessary to show the remarks 
of “Last set by R. R. Wright to 30 Nov., 1931,” 
on each individual's remarks in the case of 
joining. Example: Jdfr Guard Co. No. 1 post. 
Last set by R. R. Wright to 30 Nov., 1931. Note: 
The same remark is made in the certificate on 
the front page. over the signature of the com- 
mandine officer—IST SERGEANT, BREMERTON, 
WASH. 

Answer: In cases where the account of a man 
is picked up on a pay roll as joining from an- 
other organization, it is necessary that the name 
of the organization from which joined be shown 
in the column of remarks in order that a com- 
plete and connected record may be kept of the 
man’s service and of his pay account. 

The additional remark showing by whom and 
to what date last settlement was made in cases 
where this is the same as is shown in the cer- 
tificate on the face of roll is considered desir- 
able in order that there may be uniformity in 
Remarks” appearing on pay rolls This uni- 
formity tends to lessen erroneous and incomplete 
data appearing on rolls in many cases where 
those concerned in their preparation are not 
thoroughly conversant with instructions. 


Q.—Will you please notify me what campaign 
medal I am entitled to wear for service in Nica- 
ragua from March 23, 1928, until May 26th, 1929? 
Also, what campaign medal do I rate for service 
in Shanghai, China, from December 14th, 1929, 
until September 6th, 1930?—PFC. GEORGE V. 
NEWMAN. 

Answer: A Second Nicaraguan Campaign 
Medal No. 1093 has been awarded you for your 
service in Nicaragua in 1928-29 and has been for- 
warded to you at your present station. 

Regarding your service in China, you are in- 
formed that the Secretary of the Navy. on 10 
July, 1931, approved a recommendation that the 
limiting date for the Yangtze Service Medal be 
extended. Action on medals for officers and en- 
listed men who served in Shanghai will be held 
in abeyance until the limiting date is definitely 
determined. 


Q.—I was stationed in Nicaragua from May, 
1929, until November, 1930. Will you please in- 
form me whether I have been awarded a Second 
Nicaraguan Campaign Medal, and if not, the 
proper means of obtaining same?—EDWIN E. 
ASKEW. 

Answer: A Second Nicaraguan Campaign Medal 
No. 1168 has been awarded you for your service 
in that country and was forwarded you on Janu- 
ary 14, 1932 


Q.—I read in the January issue of “The 
Leatherneck” that economy in the Marine Corps 
during the past year has been effected by reduc- 
ing enlistment expenses, etc. Does a reduction in 
specialist pay come under the heading of enlist- 
ment expenses? The Post Band here (Quantico, 
Va.) was recently reduced to a Regimental Band. 
This was a cut in pay, not in men, and means 
a loss of approximately twenty specialist ratings. 
—L. E. D. 

Answer: Due to the reduction in the strength 
of the Corps, it became necessary to reduce the 
allowance of specialists in the Corps as a whole. 
For this reason the designation of several of the 
Post Bands were changed to Regimental Bands. 
which required a reduction in the strength of 
enlisted men (specialists). There is no reduction 
in pay contemplated for those specialists who 
continue in their ratings. 


Q.—Can you tell me the present station and 
organization of Private R. R. Rinner, who was 
at Parris Island, S. C., the latter part of 1929? 
—PVT. H. FAMOLARI. 

Answer: Private Ralph R. Rinner is at present 
Serving with the Service Detachment,, Pest Serv- 
ice Battalion, Quantico, Va. 


Q.—I served with the 6th Regiment from 2 
May, 1927, until 2 June, 1927, at Shanghai, China: 
I also served with the 4th Regiment at Tientsin. 
China, from June, 1927, until 10 May, 1931. Am 
I entitled to the Yangtze Service Medal and an 
Expeditionary Medal for this service?—SGT. 
ALEX. R. ROSLON. 

Answer: Your name has been placed on file 
for the award of the Yangtze Service Medal, to 
which you are entitled as a member of the 6th 
Regiment attached to the U. S. S. “Henderson” 
ashore at Shanghai, China, from May 2 until 
June 2, 1927. One will be forwarded to you as 
soon as the medals are ready for issuance. 

You are not entitled to the Expeditionary Medal 
in view of the fact that the Major General Com- 

mandant has ruled that both the Expeditionary 
Medal and Yangtze Service Medal cannot be is- 
sued to an individual for service in China be- 
tween September 9, 1924, and a date to be deter- 
mined later. 
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Q.—What are the qualifications for entrance 
to the Marine Corps Signal Service?—TPR. T. O. 
MORRIS. 

Answer: Qualification for entrance to the Ma- 
rine Corps Signal Service consists of special 
qualifications along signaling lines, such as Tele- 
phone or Radio knowledge, message center clerks, 
and special signalmen. The present class is filled 
and only recruits are being sent to this school. 


Q.—I served with the 4th Regiment from the 
first of March, 1927, until October 1, 1928. Am 
I entitled to the Yangtze Service Medal?—PVT. 
R. D. McCOLLOCH. 

Answer: Your name has been placed on file for 
the award of the Yangtze Medal. which will be 
forwarded for delivery to you as soon as the 
medals are ready for issuance. 


Q.—Kindly inform me if I am entitled to a 
Nicaraguan Expeditionary Medal and a Second 
Nicaraguan Campaign Medal. I served in Nica- 
ragua from June, 1928, until March, 1930.—PVT. 
W. P. NAVE. 

Answer: You have been awarded a Second 
Nicaraguan Campaign Medal for Service in that 
country during 1928-30. It was forwarded you on 
January 26, 1932. The Expeditionary Medal is 
not authorized for the above service. 


Q.—Referring to the January issue of “The 
Leatherneck,”’ answers to questions submitted by 
First Sergeants in San Diego and Mare Island, 
Calif. It is believed that the answers were in- 
correct as there is no movement of the Manual 
of Arms where “Order Arms" is executed with- 
out command. Training Regulations No. 50-20 
States in part that the first position of the 
Salute is maintained until it has been acknowl- 
edged. Therefore, in any formation when the 
command (rifle) or (hand) Salute is given, it 
is believed that the first position should be held 
until the count of TWO, and that the preface 
“by the numbers” is not necessary.—FIRST SER- 
GEANT, U. 8. 8S. “ “a 

Answer: This question has been studied by 
Operations and Training, Headquarters Marine 
Corps, and they state that the answer as pub- 
lished in our January issue is correct. 


Q.—I served aboard the U. S. S. “Henderson” 
in Shanghai, China, from May 2, 1927, until 
June 2, 1927. Am I entitled to the Yangtze 
Service Medal and, if so, when will I receive it? 
—PVT. HARRY EPSTIN. 

Answer: Your name has been placed on file for 
the award of the Yangtze Service Medal, which 
will be forwarded for delivery to you as soon as 
the medals are ready for issuance. 


Q.—As stated in your issue of January, in re- 
gard to your list of retired enlisted men, I would 
live very much to get the home address of Ser- 
geant Major Daniel Daly, who retired on Feb- 
ruary 6, 1929.—FRANCIS A. TIMONEY. 

Answer: The present home address of Sergeant 
Major Daly is 7845 Slocum Street, Glendale, L. I. 


Q.—I served in Nicaragua from January 19. 
1929, to April 7, 1930. Do I rate a Second Nica- 
raguan Campaign Medal?—PFC. J. M. KUYKEN- 
DALL. 

Answer: A Second Nicaraguan Campaign Medal 
has been awarded you for your service in that 
country during 1929-30, and has been forwarded 
you at your present station. 


Q.—Will you please furnish me with the names 
and addresses of the publications of the Army. 
Navy and Coast Guard, such as the Marine Corps 
monthly, ‘““The Leatherneck"’?—CPL. P. S. JONES. 

Answer: The names and addresses of the va- 
rious service publications are as follows: ‘Our 
Navy,” 191 Joralemon Street, Brooklyn. N. Y.: 
“Our Army.” 160 Jay Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
“U. S. Coast Guard Magazine,” Suite 601, Inter- 
national Building, Washington, D. C. 


Q.—During the World War I served with Co. 
G. 9th U. 8S. Infantry, 2nd Battalion, on the 
Western Front from March 16, 1918, until July 
18, 1918. Am I entitled to wear the individual 
decoration which was awarded the above com- 
pany along with Co. F, same battalion? I also 
served in Nicaragua from March 7, 1927. until 
February 21, 1929. Do I rate a medal for that 
service?—PFC. H. B. WIGEN. 

Answer: You should communicate with the 
War Department, Washington, D. C., for infor- 
mation concerning the fourragere, inasmuch as 
you served in the Army during the World War. 

A Second Nicaraguan Campaign Medal has 
been awarded you for your service in Nicaragua 
during 1927-29. and has been forwarded to you 
at your present station. 


Q.—Can you tell me where I can purchase the 
Marine Corps Manual of Arms?--N. H. SOKACH. 

Answer: The Marine Manual of Arms is con- 
tained in the Landing Force Manual and may 
be procured from the Government Printing Office, 
Washington, D. C., upon payment of $1.70. 
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BANKING BY MAIL 
OUR SPECIALTY 


China, Guam, Haiti, Philippines, 
Nicaragua, or the States—no mat- 
ter where you are—your allot- 
ments keep your savings piling up. 
It is easy to bank with us, for we 
are especially equipped to handle 
banking-by-mail accounts. See your 
TOP about an allotment. 


A SAVINGS ACCOUNT GROWS 
FAST AND WE PAY 


4% on Savings 


A Monthly Gives you at the 

Deposit of end of 12 Months 
$5.00 for 12 Months. $61.10 
10.00 for 12 Months__...__+___._ 122.20 
15.00 for 12 Months 183.30 
20.00 for 12 Months. 244.40 


25.00 for 12 305.50 


30.00 for 12 Months.__m____. 366.60 
40.00 for 12 Months____ 488.80 
60.00 for 12 Month 611.00 


Deposits may be mail or by Ay 
e 


ment. We 
personnel of the United States Marine 
r 


YOUR BANK 
The Departmental Bank 


Under U. 8. Government Supervision 


1726 Pennsylvania Avenue, N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


ELECTRICAL - RADIO 


AUTOMOBILE ano MACHINERY 
SUPPLIES 


GENERAL @BELECTRIC 


ALL-STEEL REFRIGERATOR 


National Electrical 
Supply Company 
1328-1330 NEW YORK AVE. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


SUNSHINE LAUNDRY 


“Launderers and Dry Cleaners” 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 
BRANCH OFFICE 
339 Potomac Ave., Quantico, Fa. 
Telephone 304 
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CORPORAL CONRAD OPHEIM 

WAS DISCHARGED FROM THE MARINE CORPS JULY 26,1929, SPECIAL 

ORDER,TO ENABLE HIM TO ACCEPT A_DQSITION AS PROFESSOR 

OF LATIN AND GREEK 
AT DRAKE UNIVERSITY! 


EDWIN DENBY, 
PORMER SECRETARY OF THE NAVY, 
ENLISTED AS A PRIVATE IN THE 
MARINE CORPS DURING THE WORLD 
WAR ,1917,AND WON PROMOTION , GRADE 


LIEUTENANT COLONEL IN THE MARINE RESERVE WHEN HE DIED, FEB 


BY GRADE TO THE RANK OF MAJOR. HE WAS SERVING AS 
- 192.9 


IT IS ESTIMATED WAS LOST 
BY THE ARMY WHEN THEY 
BACKED THE THIRD CORPS AREA 
TEAM AGAINST THE MARINES 
IN 1923. THE FIFTH COMPANY 
MARINE ENGINEERS POOLED 
THEIR RESOURSES FOR A BET OF $7,000. 
A LAST MINUTE TOUCHDOWN BY 

GOETTGE WON FOR THE MARINES, 


HAS SERVED AS PERSONAL ORDERLY 
TO THREE PRESIDENTS — ROOSEVELT, 
) TAFT AND WILSON, 

MARINES AT THE PANAMA CANAL 
SERVED AS GUARD FOR THE FIRST 
PRESIDENT OF THE U.S. TO WISIT 
A FOREIGN SHORE WHEN 
THEODORE ROOSEVELT TOURED 
PANAMA IN 1906 


JOHN BUKOWY 
MADE THE LONGEST RUN TO A 
TOUCHDOWN EVER MADE BY A ; 
MARINE AND THE LONGEST BY 
ANY PLAYER IN 192.6. WHILE 
PLAYING WITH THE QUANTICO 
MARINES AGAINST DETROIT \- 
ON NOV.13, HE INTERCEPTED 
A PASS JUST AS THE BALL WAS 
CROSSING THE GOAL LINE AND SPED 100 YARDS 
TO A TOUCHDOWN. MARINES WON 27 TO 7 
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WRITE SQUADS 


THE LATE “MOTHER” DAVISON 
who continued the war-time campaign 
of “Write home frequently.” 


How many of you remember the 
opening lines in the stage produc- 
tion of “What Price Glory?” A 
group of Marines were goldbrick- 
ing in the company office waiting 
for orders that would send them 
into the lines. 


“Hey, where did you come 
from” inquired one of another. 


“Me?” answered the gyrene. 
“I’ve been everywhere — China, 
Haiti, San Domingo... .” and he 


continued naming many strange 
countries in which Marines so 
often find themselves. 

“Naw,” protested the first, “I 
mean where is your home?” 

“This here’s my home,” replied 
the other, gesturing with generous 
indication the entire universe. 
“I’m home wherever I am. I can’t 
go no place without going home.” 

He said it defiantly, desperately, 
like a man would who is making 
the best of misfortune. It pro- 
duced a laugh from the audience. 
But it is noticed that humans 
laugh more over the heartaches of 


their fellows than from any other 
cause. There are many men in the 
world like that Marine, men who 
have severed the last home ties; 
and their cause is unfortunate. 
The whole world is their home, 
yes; but they wander about from 
here to there, aimlessly and alone. 


During the war a general order 
was issued to all commanding offi- 
cers to see that their men wrote 
home at frequent intervals. The 
recreation centers and the halls of 
the welfare organizations were 
plastered with placards reminding 
the troops that the folks at home 
were eagerly waiting for letters. 
It was a commendable campaign. 


Anyone who was a member of 
the A. E. F. knows that conditions 
were not always favorable and cir- 
cumstances were not always pro- 
pitious for extensive corespond- 
ence. They will further remember 
the little cards that were issued, 
telling tersely that you were well, 
sick, in the hospital, or whatever 
your condition might be. You 
merely crossed out the words that 
did not apply, and mailed the card. 
But in spite of the impositions of 
censorship, wearying marches, and 
gruelling battles, the A. E. F. re 
sponded nobly. The westward- 


Editor, The Leatherneck, 


sent to: 


bound ships were laden with mail. 

Things have not altered much 
since those days. The folks at 
home wait just as eagerly for let- 
ters, and the peace-time conditions 
do not lessen their anxiety when 
none is forthcoming. What Ma- 
rine hasn’t an unfailing well bub- 
bling over with interesting news 
for the folks back home! You do 
so many things and go so many 
places that are denied the earth- 
bound people. They want to know 
what you are doing; for that which 
is commonplace to you is glittering 
romance to them. Write fre- 
quently. 

THE LEATHERNECK is no 
substitute for letters, but obviously 
the pictures in it and the newsy 
gossip and the stories are going to 
aid tremendously to illustrate some 
of the things you are unable to 
explain in your letters. 


THE LEATHERNECK is a 
wholesome, clean magazine. It 
contains many interesting features 
about a service of which we are 
all proud. Don’t you think your 
folks would be glad to receive THE 
LEATHERNECK every month? 
Subscribe for them and enable 
them to become better acquainted 
with your corps. 


Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 


Enclosed please find $2.50, payment for one year’s subscription, to be 
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Don’t remove the 
motsture-proof wrap- 
Ding from your pack- 
axe of Camels after 
you open it. The 
Camel Humidor 
Pack is protection 
against sweat, dust 
and germs. Al sea or 
ashore, in dry arti- 
ficial beat or in 
tropical dampness 
the Camel Humidor 
Pack can be depended 
upon to deliver fresh 
Camels every time 


Smoke a FRESH cigarette 


CAMELS are never parched or toasted 


To know exactly the pleasures of true freshness 
in a cigarette: smoke a Camel. 


In Portsmouth or in Honolulu, or wherever you 
are, you'll find a Camel light and fragrant, deli- 
cately mild — smooth and throat-friendly. 


That’s what true freshness means in the goodness 
of really fine tobaccos — choice, mild, sun-ripened 
tobaccos—the only kind that find their way into 
Camels. 


© 1932, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company 


The fine tobaccos in Camels are never parched 
or toasted—the Reynolds method of scientifi- 
cally applying heat guarantees against that. 
That’s why Camels are fresh to start with, fresh 
with natural moisture. And the Camel Humidor 
Pack that shuts out ocean fog or desert air, 
delivers them to you fresh to smoke. Try just 
one day of the unalloyed smoke enjoyment of 
Camels—then leave them—if you can. 

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, Winston-Salem, N. C. 


“Are you Listenin’?”. ... R.J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY'S COAST-TO-COAST RADIO PROGRAMS 


MELS 


Made FRESH — Kept FRESH 


Prince ALBERT QUARTER 
Hour, Alice Joy, “Old 
Hunch,” and Prince Albert 
Orchestra, every night except 
Sunday, National Broadcasting 
Company Red Network 


Camet Quarter Howr, 
Morton Downey, Tony Wons, 
and Camel Orchestra, direction 
Jacques Renard, every might 
except Sunday, Columbia 
Broadcasting System 


See radio page of local newspaper for time 
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